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This Play was writ (as appears from a Paſ- 
ſage in the Chorus to the Fifth Act) at the 
Time of the Earl of Eſſexs commanding the 
Forces in Ireland, in the Reign of Queen Eli- 
zabeth; and not till after Henry the Sixth had 
been play d; as may be ſeen by the Conclu- 
ſion of the Play. Mr. Poe. 

The Firſt Scene was added ſince the Edition of 
1608, which is much ſhort of the preſent Edi- 
tions, wherein the Speeches are generally en- 
larged and raiſed : ſeveral whole Scenes beſides, 
and all the Chorus's alſo were ſince added by * 
Shakeſpear. Ibid. 

There was no perfect Edition of this Play printed 

before that in the Firſt Folio. 
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1 
Enter Ring Henry, Exeter, tuo Biſhops, Clarence, and other 
: Attendants. 


Exeter. 


HALL I call in th' ambaſſadors my liege? 
King. Not yet my couſin, till we be reſolu'd 
Of ſome ſerious matters touching vs and France. 
' Byſh. God and his angels guard your ſacred throne. 
7 make you long become it. 
* King. Sure we thanke you: and good my lord proceed 
Why the law Salique which they haue in France, 
Or ſhould or ſhould nor ſtop in vs our claime: 
And God forbid my wiſe and learned lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, frame, or wreſt the ſame. 
For God doth know how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
of what your reverence ſhall incite vs too. 
Therefore take heede how you impawne our perſon, 
3 A 2 How 
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How you awake the ſleeping ſword of warre : 
We charge you in the name of God take heede. 
After this coniuration, ſpeake my lord : 
And we will judge, note, and beleeue in heart, 
That what you ſpeake, is waſht as pure 
As fin in baptiſme, 
Biſb. Then heare me gracious ſoueraigne, and you peeres, 
Which owe your lives, your faith, and ſeruices 
To this imperiall throne : 
There is no bar to ſtay your highneſſe claime to France, 
But one; which they produce from Faramount : 
No female ſhall ſucceed in Saligue land; 
Which Salique land, the French vniuſtly gloze 
To be the realme of France, | 
And Faramount the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 
That the land Saligue lyes in Germany, 
Betweene the floods of Sabeck and of Elme, = 
Where Charles the fift having ſubdude the Sax-ns 3 
There left behinde, and ſetled certaine French, 1 
Who holding in diſdaine the Germane women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their lives, : 
Eſtabliſht there this law. To wit, = 


No female ſhall ſucceed in Salique land: 


Which Salique land (as I haue ſayd before) 
Is at this time in Germany, call'd Meſene: 
Thus doth it well appeare, the Saligue law 
Was not deuiſed for the realme of France : 
Nor did the French poſſeſſe the Salique land, 
Vatill foure hundred one and twenty yeares 
After the function of king Faramount, 
Godly ſuppoſd the founder of this law. 
Hugh Capet alſo that vſurpt the crowne, 
To fine his title with ſome ſhew of truth, 
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ZW hen in pure truth it was corrupt and nought : 
Conuey'd himſelfe as heire to the lady Inger, 
Daughter to Charles the foreſayd duke of Lorain, 
So that as cleere as is the ſummers ſun, 
King Pipins title, and Hugh Capets claime, 
5 King Charles his ſatisfaction, all appeare 
3 o hold in right and title of the female : 
So do the lords of France vntill this day, 
ZHowbeit they would hold vp this Salique law 
0 To barre your highneſſe claiming from the female, 
And rather chooſe to hide them in a net, 
Then amply to embrace their erooked cauſes, 
N 2 Vſurpt from you and your progenitors. 
A 5 12 we with right and conſcience make this claim? 
3 . The ſin vpon my head dread ſoueraigne : 
| Up in the booke of Numbers it is writ, 
q When the ſonne dyes, let the inheritance . 
Deſcend vnto the daughter. 
; Noble lord, ſtand for your owne, 
a Vnwinde your bloody flagge, 
60 my dread lord to your great grandſires graue, 
From whom you claime: 
And your great vnckle Edward the blacke prince, 
| Who on the French ground played a tragedy 
( Making defeate on the full power of France, 
a © Whilſt his moſt mighty father on a hill, 
Stood ſmiling to behold his lyons whelpe, 
eee the blood of French nobility. 
O noble Engliſb, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France: 
And let another halfe ſtand laughing by, 


All ont of worke, and colde for action. 


King. We muſt not onely arme vs gainſt the French, 
43 But 
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But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 
Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 
Bi. The marches gracious ſoueraigne, ſhal be ſufficient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 
King. We do not meane the courſing ſneakers onely, 
But feare the maine entendment of the Scot : 
For you ſhall read, nener my great grandfather 
Vnmaſkt his power for France, | 
But that the Scot on his vnfurniſht kingdome, 
Came pouring like the tide into a breach, 
That England being empty of defences, 
Hath ſhooke and trembled at the brute heereof. 
Biſh. She hath bin then more fear'd then hurt my lord: 
For heare her but examplified by herſelfe, 
When all her chiualry hath bene in France, 
And ſhe a mourning widdow of her nobles, 
She hath her ſelfe not onely well defended, 
But taken and impounded (as a ſtray) the king of Scottes, 
Whom like a caytiffe ſhe did leade to France, 
Filling your chronicles as rich with praiſe, 
As is the owſe and bottome of the ſea, 
With ſunken wracke, and ſhipleſſe treaſurie. 
Lord. There is a ſaying very old and true. 
If you will France win, 


Then with Scotland firſt begin: 


For once the eagle England being in pray, 

To his vnfurniſht neſt the weazle Scot 

Would ſucke her egges, 

Playing the mouſe in abſence of the cat, 

To ſpoyle and hauocke more then ſhe can eat. 
Exe. It followes then, the cat mult ſtay at home, 

Yet that is but a curſt neceſſity, 2 27 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues : 

Whilſt that the armed hand doth tight abroad, 

The aduiſed head controlles at home : 


For 
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For gouernment though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congrueth with a mutuall conſent like muſicke. 
Bib. True, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers functions: 
Whereto is added as an ayme or but, obedience: 
For ſo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an act of order to a peopled kingdome. 
They haue a king, and officers of ſort; 
Where ſome like magiſtrates correct at home: 
Others, like merchants venture trade abroad : 
Others, like ſoldiours armed in their ſtings, 
Make boot vpon the ſommers veluet bud: 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
1 To the tent-royall of their emperor ; 
4 Who buſied in his majeſty, behold 
The ſinging maſons building roofes of gold, 
= The ciuill citizens lading vp the hony, _ 
The ſad-ey'd iuſtice with his ſurly humme, 
Deliuering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone, 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once a foote, 
May all end in one moment. 
As many arrowes loſed ſeuerall wayes, fly to one marke: 
As many ſeuerall wayes meete in one towne : 
As many freih ſtreames run into one ſelie-ſea t 
As many lines cloſe in the diall center : 
So may a thouſand actions once a foote, 
End in one moment, and be all well born without defect. 
Therefore my liege to France, 
Diuide your happy England into foure, 
Of which take you one quarter into Frunce, 
And you withall, ſhall make all Gallia ſhake. 
It we with thrice that power left at home, 
Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge, 
Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth loſe 
The name of policy and hardineſſe. 
A4 Kin. 
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Kin. Call in the meſſenger ſeat from the Dolphin, 
And by your ayde, the noble. ſinnewes of our land 
France being ours, weel bring it to our awe, 

Or breake it all in peeces: 

Either our chonicles ſhall with full mouth ſpeake 
Freely of our acts, or elſe like tongueleſſe mutes, 
Not worſhipt with a paper epitaph : 


Enter the Ambaſſadors from France. 


Now are we well prepard to know the Do{þhins*pleaſure 
For we heare your comming is from him. 


Ambaſ. Pleaſeth your majeſty to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge, 
Or ſhall I ſparingly ſhew a farre off, 
The Dolphins pleaſure, and our embaſſage ? 
King, We are no tyrant, but a chriſtian king, 
i} To whom our ſpirit is as ſubiect, 
| As are our wretches fettered in our priſons. 
If Therefore freely, and with vncurbed boldneſſe 
1 Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 
i Ambaſ. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith, 
| } | Whereas you claime certaine townes in France, 


0 From your predeceſſor king Edward the third, 
| This he ceturnes : 


He faith, there's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble galliard wonne, 
You cannot reuell into dukedomes there: 
Therefore he ſendeth meeter for your ſtudie 
| This tun of treaſure : and in lieu of this, 
| Deſires to let the dukedomes that you crave 
Heare no more from you. This the D:1þhin faith, 
Kling. What treaſure vackle ? 
Exc. Tennis balles my liege. 
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Ring. Wee are glad the Delþhin is ſo pleaſant with vs, 

| hog meſſage, and his preſent we accept. 
When we haue matcht our rackets to theſe balles, 
ki wil by Gods grace play him ſuch a ſet, 

9 Shal ſtrike his fathers crowne into the hazard. 
ö Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a wrangler, 

That all the courts of France ſhal be diſturbd with chaſes. 
4 f And we vnderſtand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

1 Not meaſuring what vſe we made of them. 
We neuer valew'd this poore ſeat of England, 
And therefore gaue our ſelues to barbarous licenſe, 
As tis common ſeene, 
7 That men are merrieſt when they are from home. 
But tell the Dolphin we will kecpe our ſtate, 
He like a king, mighty, and command, 

When we do rowſe vs in the throne of France. 

For this we haue layd by our maieſty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 
But we will riſe there with ſo full of glory, 
1 That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 
I ſtrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. 

And tell him this, 

His mocke hath turn'd his balles to gun- ſtones, 

And his ſoule ſhall fit ſore charged, for the waſtfull 
Vengeance that ſhall flye from them, 

For this his mocke, | 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare huſbands, 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes, mocke caſtles down. 
I, ſome are yet vngotten and vaborne, 
That ſhall haue cauſe to curſe the Dolphins ſcorne. 
But this lies all within the will of God, 
= To whom we do appeale: and in whoſe name, 
Tell you the Do/þhin we are comming on, 
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To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 

In a right cauſe : fo get you hence, and tell your prince, 
His teſt will ſauour but of ſhallow wit, 

When thouſands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Conuey.them with ſafe conduct; ſee them hence. 

Exe. 'This was a merry meſſage. 

King. We hope to make the ſender bluſh at it : 
Thertore let our collection for the wars be ſoon prouided 
For God before, wceel check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore : therefore let every man now taſke his thought, 
That this faire action may on foote be brought. 

i Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Nim and Bardolfe. 


Bar. Good morrow corporall Vim. 
Nim. Good morrow lieutenant Bardolfe. 
Bar. What, is ancient Piſtoll and thee friends yet? 
Nim. I cannot tell, things muſt be as they may: 
I dare not fight, but T will winke and hold out mine iron, 
60 Tis a ſimple one, but what tho; twil ſerue to toſte cheeſe, 
1 And it will endure cold as another mans ſword will, 
1 And theres the humour of it. | 
[ll Bar. Ifaith miſtreſſe Quickly did thee great wrong, 
| For thou wert troth-plight to her, 


* 


| Nim. I muſt do as I may, tho patience be a tired mare, 
Yet ſheel plod, and ſome ſay kniues haue edges, 

And men may (leepe and haue their throates about them 

At that time, and there's the humor of it. 

| Bar. Come ifaith, Ile beſtow a breakfaſt to make Piſtoll 
| | and thee friends. What a plague ſhould we carry kniues to 
i cut our owne throates. | "3 
| | Nim. Ifaith Ile live as long as I may, that's the certaine of 5 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer, Ile do as I may, b 


And there's my reſt, and the randeuous of it. 
1 | Enter 
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Enter Piſtoll, and hoftes Quickly his wife. 


Bar. Good morrow ancient Piſtoll. 
Heere comes ancient Piſtoll, I prethee Nim be quiet. 
Nim. How do you my hot ? 
Piſt. Baſe ſlaue, calleſt thou me hoſt ? 
Now by gads lugges I ſweare, I ſcorne the title, 
Nor ſhall my Nell keepe lodging. 
Hoſt. No by my troth not I, 
For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a ſcore gentlewomen 
That live honeſtly by the pricke of their needle, 
But it is thought ſtraight we keepe a bawdy-houſe. 
O Lord, heere's corporall Nim, now ſhall | 
We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed: 
Good corporall Nim ſhew the valour of a man, 
And put vp your ſword, 
* Nim., Puſh. 
Piſt. What, doſt thou puſh, thou prickeard cur of 1/eland. 
Nim. Will you ſhog off? I would haue you ſolus. 
Piſt. Solus, egregious dog, that ſolus in thy throate, 
And in thy lungs, and which is worſe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that ſolus 
In thy bowels, and in thy iaw perdie ; for I can talke, 
And Piſtols flaſhing fiery cocke is vp. 
Nim. I am not Barbaſom, you cannot coniure me; 
I have an humor Piſtoll to knocke you indifferently well, 
And you fall foule with me Piſfoll, 
Ile ſcoure you with my rapier in faire tearmes. 
If you will walke off a little, 
Ile pricke your guts a little in good termes, 
And there's the humor of it. 
Piſt. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The graue doth gape, aud groaning death is neere, 


Therefore exall. They draw. 


Bar. 
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Bar. Heare me, he that ſtrikes the firſt blow, 
Ile kill him, as I am a ſfouldier.: 

Piſt. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall PER 

Nim. Ile cut your throat at one time or another 
In fare termes : and there's the humor of it. 

Pot. Couple gorge is the word, I thee defie agen; 
A damned hound, thinkſt thon my ſpouſe to get? 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy, 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Cre/ides kinde, 

Doll Tear-ſheete, ſhe by name, and her eſpowſe 
J haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly, 
For the onely ſhe and paco, there it is enough. 


Enter the Boy. 


Boy. Hoſtes, you muſt come ſtraight to my maſter, 
And you hoſt Pell. 
Good Bardolſe put thy noſe betweene the ſheetes, 


And do the office of a warming pan. 


Hoſt. By my troth hee'l yeeld the crow a pudding one of 
theſe-dayes. 

Ile go to him, huſband you'l come? 
Bar. Come Piſtoll be friends. 

Nim, prethee be friends, and if thou wilt not, 

Be enemies with me too. 
Ni. I ſhal haue my eight ſhillings I won of you at betting. 
Piſt. Baſe is the ſlave that payes. 
Ni. That now I will haue, and there's the humor of it. 

Piſt. As manhood ſhall compound. They draw. 

Bar, He that ſtrikes the firſt blow, | 

Ile kill him by this ſword. 
Pi. Sword is an oath, and oathes muſt have their courſe. 
Nim. I ſhall have my eight ſhillings I wonne of you at 


betting. 
| Pift. 
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Pit. A noble ſhalt thou haue, and ready pay, 


And liquor likewiſe will I giue to thee, 
And friendſhip ſhall combinde out brotherhood, 
lle live by Nim, as Nim ſhall live by me: 

Is not this iuſt ? for I ſhall ſutler be 

Vnto the campe, and profit will occrue. 


Nim. I ſhall haue my noble? 
Pit. In caſh moſt truely paid. 
Nim. Why theres the humor of it. 


Enter Hoſtes, 


Hoſtes. As euer you came of men come in, 


Sir John, poore ſoule is ſo troubled 
With a burning taſhan contigian feuer, tis wonderfull, 


Piſt. Let vs condole the knight; for lamkins we wil line. 
Excunt omnes. 


Enter Exeter and Gloſter. 


Gloft. Before God my lord, his grace is too bold to truſt 


theſe traytors, 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 
Glot. I but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely fauors, 
That he ſhould for a forreigne purſe, to ſell 
His ſoueraignes lite to death and trechery. 


Exe. O the lord of Mas/ham. 


Enter the King and three Lords. 


King. Now firs, the winde is faire, and we will aboord; 
My lord of Cambridge, and my lord of Maęſbam, 
And you my gentle knight, giue me your thoughts, 
Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs, 


Will make vs conquerors in the field of France? 
 Masſham. 
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Masſham, No doubt my liege, if each man do his beſt. 


cam. Neuer was monarch better feared and loued then is 
your maieſty, 


Grey. Euen thoſe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue ſteeped their gals in hony for your ſake. 


King, We therefore haue great cauſe of thankfulneſſe, 
And ſhall forget the office of our hands ; 


According to their cauſe and worthineſſe. 

Maſ. So ſeruice ſhall with ſteeled ſinewes ſhine, 
And labour ſhall refreſh it ſelfe with hope 
To do your grace inceſſant ſeruice. 

King. Vnckle of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yeſterday, that raild againſt our perſon, 
We conſider it was the heate of wine that ſet him on, 
And on his more aduice we pardon him. 

Maſ. That is mercy but too much ſecurity ; 

Let him be puniſht ſoueraigne, 
Leaſt the example of him, breed more of ſuch a kinde. 

King. O let vs yet be mercifull. 

Cam. So may your highneſſe, and puniſh too. 

Grey. You ſhew great mercy if you giue him life, 
After the taſte of his correction. LE 

King. Alaſſe, your too much care and lone of me, 


Are heauy oriſons againſt arewpoore wretch, 
If little faults proceeding on diſtemper, 


Should not be winked at, 

How could we ſtretch our eye, when capitall crimes, 
Chewed, ſwallowed, and digeſted, appeare before vs; 
Well yet enlarge the man, tho Cambridge and the reſt 


In their deare loues, and tender preſeruation of our ſtate, 
Would have him puniſht. 


Now to our French cauſes. | 
Who are the late commiſſioners ? 


Cam» 
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Cam. Me one my lord, 

Your highneſſe bad me aſke for it to day. 

Maf. So did you me my ſoueraigne. 

Grey. And me my lord. 

King. Then Richard earle of Cambridge, there is yours, 
There is yours, my lord of Maſham : | 
And fir Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland, 
This ſame is yours; 

Reade them, and know we know your worthineſſe. 
Vnckle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now gentlemen, why change you colour ? 
What ſee you in thoſe papers, 

That hath ſo chaſed your blood out of apparance ? 

Cam, 1 do confeſſe my fault, and do ſubmit me 
To your higbneſſe mercy, 

Maſh, To which we all appeale. : 

King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late, 
By your owne reaſons is fore-ſtald and done: 
You muſt not dare for ſhame to aſke for mercy, 

For your owne conſcience turne vpon your boſomes, 
As dogs vpon their maſters worrying them. 
See you my princes, and my noble * 

Theſe Engliſh monſters : 
My lord of Cambridge here, 
You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor ; 
And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 
Lightly conſpir'd and ſworne vnto the practiſes of France, 
To kill vs heere in Hampton. To the which, 
This knight, no leſſe in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworne. 
But oh, what ſhall I ſay to thee falſe man, 
Thou cruell, ingratefull, and inhumane creature, 


Thou that didſt beare the key of all my counſell, 
That 


. 


— — — — — x, oe ee — 


—— Z R — — _ 22 — —_ " as —_— 


— 


Get you hence, poore miſerable creatures to your death, 
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That knewſt the very ſecrets of my heart, 
That almoſt mightſt haue coyn'd me into gold; 
Wouldſt thou haue practiſde on me for thy vſe? 
Can it be poſſible that out of thee 
Should proceed one ſparke that might annoy my finger? 
Tis ſo ſtrange, that tho the truth doth ſhew as groſe 
As blacke from white, mine eye will ſcarſely ſee it. | 
Their faults are open, f 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, 
And God acquit them of their practiſes. 
Exe. I arreſt thee of high treaſon, 

By the name of Richard, carle of Cambridge. 
I arreſt thee of high treaſon, 
By the name of Henry, lord of Maſbam. 
I arreſt thee of high treaſon, 
By the name of Thomas Grey, 
Knight of Northumberland. 

Maſb. Our purpoſes God iuſtly hath diſcouere, 
And I repent my fault more then my death, 
Which I beſeech your maieſty forgiue, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

King. God quit you in his mercy. 

Heare your ſentence. | 
You haue conſpir'd againſt our royall perſon, 
Joyned with an enemy proclaim'd and fixed. 
And from his coffers receiued the golden earneſt of our death, 
Touching our perſon we ſecke no redreſle, 
But we our kingdomes ſafety muſt ſo tender, 
Whoſe ruine you haue ſought, 
That to our lawes we do deliuer you. 
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The taſte whereof, God in his mercy giue you patience ; 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amille : 
Beare them hence, Exit three Lords. 

. Now 
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4 Now lords to France : the enterpriſe whereof, 

1 Shall be to you as vs, ſucceſſiuely. 

Since God cut off this dangerous treaſon lurking in our way, 
0 Cheerly to ſea, the ſignes of war aduance; 

No king of England, if not king of France. 


54 


Exit omnes. 


Enter Nim, Piſtoll, Bardolfe, Hoſter, and à boy. 


Haft. I prethee ſweet heart, 

Let me bring thee ſo farre as Stanes. 

Piſt. No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well, ſir John is gone, God be with him. 

Hef. I, he is in Arthors bolome, if euer any were, 

= He went away as if it were a cryſombd childe, 

Betweene twelue and one, 

luſt at turning of the tide; . 

His noſe was as ſhar pe as a pen; 

For when 1 ſaw him fumble with the ſheets, 

And talke of flowers, and ſmile vpon his fingers ends, 

I knew there was no way but one. 

How now ſir John, quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times, God, God, God, 

Now I to comfort him, bad him not thinke of God, 

hope there was no ſuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete, 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ſtone, 

And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ſtone, 

And ſo vpward, and vpward, and all was as cold as ſtone. 

Nim. They ſay he cride out on ſacke. 

Heſt. I that he did. 

Boy. And of women, 

Hoſt. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he did, and ſed they were diuels incarnate. 

Hot. Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
Vo. III. B Nim. 
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Nim. Well, he did cry out on women. 

Hoſt. Indeed he did in ſome ſort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke, 
And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 


Boy. Hoſtes, do you remember he ſaw a flea ſtand. 


Vpon Bardolfes noſe, and ſed it was a blacke ſoule 
Burning in hell? 
Bar. Well, God be with him, 
That was all the wealth I got in his ſeruice. 
Nim. Shall we ſhog off ? 
'The king will be gone from Southampton, 
Piſt. Cleare vp thy criſtals, 
Looke to my chattels and my moueables ; 
Truſt none; the word is pitch and pay: 
Mens words are water cakes, 
And hold faſt is the onely dog my deare. 
Therefore cophetua be thy counſellor, 


Touch her ſoft lips and part. 
Bar. Farewell hoſteſſe. 
Nim. I cannot kis, and theres the humor of it. 


But adieu. 


Piſt. Keepe faſt thy buggle boe. Exit omnes. 


Enter king of France, Bourbon, Dolphin, and others. 


King. Now you lords of Orleance, 
Of Bourbon, and of Berry, 
'You ſee the king of England is not ſlacke, 
For he is footed on this land already. 
Dolphin. My gracious lord, 
Tis meete we all go foorth, 
And arme vs againſt the foe : 
And view the weake and ſickly parts of France : 
But let vs do it with no ſhew of feare, 
No with no more, then if we heard 


England ö 
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England were troubled with a morris dance. 
For my good lord, ſhe is ſo idely kingd, - 
Her ſcepter ſo fantaſtically borne, 
So guided by a ſhallow humorous youth, 
That feare attends her not. 
's Con. O peace prince Dolphin, you deceiue your ſelfe, 
Z Queſtion your grace the late embaſſador, 
With what regard he heard his embaſſage, 
How well ſupplied with aged counſellors, 
And how his reſolution anſwer'd him, 
You then would ſay, that Harry was not wilde. 
King. Well, thinke we Harry ſtrong, 
And ſtrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 
Con. My Lord, heere is an ambaſſador 
From the king of England. 
King. Bid him come in, . 
You ſee this chaſe is hotly followed, lords. 
Dol. My gracious father, cut vp this Engliſb ſhort, 
Selfe-loue my liege is not ſo vile a thing 
As ſelfe-negleCting. 


Enter Exeter. 


King. From our brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your maieſiy; 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you deueſt your ſelfe, and lay apart 
That borrowed title, which by gift of heauen, 
Of law, of nature, and of nations, longs 
To him and to his heires, namely the crowne 
And all wide ſtretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France, that you may know 
Tis no ſiniſter, nor no awkeward claime, 
Pickt from the wormeholes of old vaniſht daies 
Nor from the duſt of old oblivion rackt, 


| Y He ſends you theſe moſt memorable lines, 
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In euery branch truely demonſtrated: 
Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree, 

And when you finde him euenly deriued 
From his moſt famed and famous anceſtors, 
Edward the third; he bids you then reſigne 
Your crowne and kingdome, indirectly held 
From him, the natiue and true challenger. 

King. If not, what followes ? 

Ex. Bloody coſtraint, for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fierce tempeſt is he comming 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Ze, 

That if requiring fail he will compell it : 

And on your heads turnes he the widows teares 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones, 

The pining maidens grones, 

For huſbands, fathers, and diſtreſſed loners, 
Which ſhall be ſwallowed in this controuerſie. 
This is his claime, his threatning, and my meſſage, 
Vnleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence heere, 

To whom expreſly we bring greeting too. 

Dol. For the Dolphin? I ſtand here for him, 
What to heare from England. 

Exe. Scorn and defiance, light regard, conte mt, 
And any thing that may not miſ- become 
The mighty ſender, doth he prize you at: 

Thus faith my king. Voleſs your fathers highnes: 
Sweeten the bitter mocke you ſent his maieſty, 
. Hee'l call you to ſo loud an anſwer for it, 
That caues and wombly vaults of France 
Shall chide your treſpaſſe, and returne your mock, 
In ſecond accent of his ordenance. 
Dol. Say that my father render faire reply, 
It is againſt my will: 
For I deſire nothing ſo much, 
As oddes with England. 


And 
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And for that cauſe, according to his youth, 
4 I did preſent him with thoſe Paris balles. 
Exe. Hee'l make your Paris Lover ſhake for it, 
Were it the miſtreſſe court of mighty Europe. 
And be aſſured, you'l finde a difference, 

As we his ſubiects haue in wonder found, 


= Betweene his yonger daies, and theſe he muſters now; 
Now he weighes time euen to the lateſt graine, 


Which you ſhall finde in your owne loſſes, 
If we ſtay in France. 


King. Well, for vs you ſhall returne our anſwer backe 


To our brother of England. 


Enter Nim, Bardolfe, Piſtol}, and Boy. 


Nim. Before God heeres hot ſeruice. 
Piſt. Tis hot indeed, blowes go and come, 

Gods vaſſals drop and dye. | 

Mm. Tis honor, and there's the humor of it. 
3 Boy. Would I were in London, 
lde give all my honour for a pot of ale. 
* Pif. And I: if wiſhes would preuaile, 
I would not ſtay, but thither would I hie. 


Enter Flewellen; and beats them in. 


Flew. Gods plud vp to the breaches 
You raſcals, will you not up to the breaches ? _ 
Nim. Abate thy rage ſweete knight, 
Abate thy rage. 
Boy. Well, I would I were once from them; 
They would haue me as familiar 
With mens pockets, as their gloves and their 
Handukerchers, they will ſteale any thing. 
Bardolſe ſtole a lute-caſe, carried it three mile, 
B 3 


Exit omnes 
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And ſold it for three halfepence. 

Nim ſtole a fire-ſhouell, : 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales : 
Well, if they will not leaue me, 

I meane to leaue them. 


Enter Gower, 


Gower, Captaine Flewellen, you muſt come ſtrait 
To the mines, to the duke of Glefter. 

Flew. Looke you, tell the duke it is not ſo good 
To come to the mines : the concuaueties is otherwiſe, 
You may diſcuſſe to the duke, the enemy is digd 
Himſelfe fine yards vnder the countermines : 

By Jeſbu I thinke heel blow vp all, 
If there be no better direction, 


Alarum. Enter King, and his lords. 


King. How yet reſolues the gouernor of the towne ? 
This is the Jateſt parley, weel admit ; 
Therefore to our beſt mercy giue your ſelues, 
Or like to men proud of deſtruction, defie vs to our worſt, 
For as I am a ſouldier, a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beſt, if we begin the battery once againe, 
I will not leaue the halfe atchieved Harflew, 
Till in her aſhes ſhe be buried, 

The gates of mercy are all ſhut vp. 

What ſay you, will you yeeld and this auoid, 
Or guilty in defence be thus deſtroid ? 


Enter Gouernor, 


Gier. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dolßhin, whom of ſuccour we entreated, 


Returnes 


Exit Nim, Bardolfe, Piſtoll, and Boy. 
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Y Returnes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
Io raiſe ſo great a lege : therefore dread king, 
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| We yeeld our towne and lines to thy ſoft mercy : 
Enter our gates, diſpoſe of vs and ours, 
For we no longer are defenſiue now. 


Enter Katherine and Alice. 


Kate. Alice venecia, vous aues cates en, 


Vou parte fort bon Angloys Englatara, 


Coman ſae palla vou la main en Francoy. 

Alice. La main madam de han. 

Kate. E da bras. 

Alice. De arma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras de arma, 

Alice. Owye madam. 

Kate. E coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alice. De neck, e de cin, madam. 

Kate, E de neck, e de cin, e de code, 

Alice, De cudie ma foy Ie oblye, mais Ie nenen 
Le tude, o de elbo madam. 

Kate. Ecowte Ie reherſera, towt cella que iac apoandre, 
De han, de arma, de neck, du cin, e de bilbo. 

Alice, De elbo madam. 

Kate. O Ieſu, iea obloye ma foy, ecoute le recontera 
De han, de arma, de neck, de cin, e de elbo, e ca bon. 

Alice. May foy madam, vou parla au le bon Angloy, 
Aſie vous aues ettue en Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de Deu an petty tanes. Ie parle milleur 
Coman ſe pella vou le peide le robe. 

Alice, Le foot, e le con, 

Kate. Le foot, e le con, O Teſn ! Te ne veu poinct parle, 
Sie plus deuant le che cheualires de F r 


Pur one million ma foy. 


Alice. Madame, de foote, e le con. | 
J B 4 Kat 4. 
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Kate. O et ill auſie, ecoute Alice, de han, de arma, 
De neck, de cin, le foote, e de con. 
Alice. Cet fort bon madam. 


Kate. A loues a diner. Exit omnes. 


Enter king of France, lord Conſtable, the Dol phin, and Bourbon. 


King. Tis certaine he is paſt the river Some. 

Cen. Mordeu ma via: Shall a few ſpranes of vs. 
(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 
Outgrow their grafters. 


Bur. Normanes, baſtard Normanes, mor du, 
And if they paſſe vnfought withall, 


Ile ſell my dukedom for a foggy farme 
In that ſhort nooke ile of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this mettall ? 
Is not their climate raw, foggy, and cold. 
On whom, as in diſdaine, the ſunne lookes pale! * 
Can barley broth, a drench for ſwolne iades, 
Their ſodden water decockt ſuch liuely blood? 
And ſhall our quicke blood, ſpirited with wine, 
Seeme froſty ? O for honour of our names, 
Let vs not hang like frozen iceſickles 
Vpon our houſes tops, while they (a more froſty climate) 
Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 

King. Conſtable diſpatch, ſend Montioy foorth, 
To know what willing ranſome he will giue: 
Sonne Dolphin, you ſhall ſtay in Rhone with me. 

Dol. Not ſo, I do beſeech your maieſty. 


King. Well, I ſay it ſhall be ſo. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. 


Gower. How now captaine Flewellen, 
Come you from the bridge? 


Flew. By leſus there's excellent ſeruice committed at the 


bridge ? 


Gower. 
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Gower. Is the duke of Exeter ſafe ? 
Feu. The duke of Exeter is a man whom I loue, 
ue nd I honour, and I worſhip with my ſoule, 
and my heart, and my life, 
And my lands, and my livings, 
And my vttermoſt powers. 
The duke is looke you, 
| : od be praiſed and pleaſed for it, 
F o harme in the worell. 
Ne is maintaine the bridge very . 
here is an enſigne there. 
do not know how you call him, 
But by Ieſbu I thinke he is as valiant as Marke Anthony, 
Ile doth maintaine the bridge moſt gallantly ; 
Net he is a man of no reckoning z 
But I did ſee him do gallant ſeruice. 
Z Gouer, How do you call him? 
Flew. His name is ancient Piſtoll. 
Gouer. I know him not. 


Enter ancient Piſtoll. 


Flew. Do you not know him, here comes the man. 
Pit. Captaine, I thee befeech to do me a fauour, 
The duke of Exeter doth loue the well. 

2 Flew, I, and J praiſe God I haue merited ſome love at his 
hands. 

Pit. Bardolfe a ſouldier, one of buxſome valour, 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy fortunes fickle wheele, 

That god's blinde that ſtands vpon the rowling reſtleſſe ſtone. 

= Flew. By your patience ancient Piſtoll, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde, 

With a mufler before her eyes, 

To ſigniſie to you, that fortune is plinde : 

And ſhe is moreouer painted with a wheele, 


Which 
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Which is the morall that fortune is turning, 

And inconſtant, and variation, and mutabilities : 

And her fate is fixed at a ſphericall ſtone, 

Which rolles, and rolles, and rolles; 

Surely the poet is make an excellent deſcription of fortune. 

Fortune looke you is an excellent morall. 

Pit. Fortune is Bardolſes foe, and frownes on him, 

For he hath ſtolne a packs, and hangd muſt he be; 

A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs, 

Let man go free, and let not death. his windpipe ſtop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death, 

For packs of petty price : 

Therefore go ſpeake, the duke will. heare thy voice, 

And let not Bardeſfes. vitall thred be cut, 

With edge of penny cord, and vile approach, 

Speake captaine for his life, and I will. thee requite. 
Flew. Captaine Piſtoll, 1 partly vnderſtand- your meaning. 
Pit. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flew, Certainly ancient Piſtoll, 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at, 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wiſh the duke 

To do his pleaſure, and put him to executions.;. 

For looke you, diſciplines ought to be kept, 

They ought to be kept. | 

Piſt. Die and be damned, and a fig for * friendſhip, 
Flew. That is good. 
Piſt. The figge of Spaine within thy ia. 
Flew. That is very well. 
Piſt. 1 ſay the fig within thy bowels. and thy durty maw. 


Exit Piſtoll. 
Flew, Captaine Gower, cannot, you heare it lighten and | 


thunder ? | 
Gower. Why is this the ancient you told me of? 
I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut: purſe. 
Flew. 
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3 Flew. By Teſus he is vtter as praue words vpon the br ridge 
\s you ſhall deſire to ſee in a ſommers day; 
q Bat tis all one, what he hath ſed to me, 
Looke you, is all one. 
Cover. Why this is a gull, a foole, a rogue 
3 That goes to the wars onely to grace himſelfe 
At his returne to London: 
And ſuch fellowes as he, 
Are perfect in great commanders names. 
| I They will learne by rote where ſeruices were done, 

At ſuch and ſuch a ſconce, at ſuch a breach, 

At ſuch a conuoy, who came off brauely, who was ſhot, 
who diſgraced, what termes the enemy ſtood: on. 

And this they con perfectly in phraſe of warre, 
which they tricke vp with new-tun'd oathes, 
And what a beard of the generals cut, 
And a horrid ſhout of the campe 

Will do among the foming bottles and alewaſht wits: 
Is wonderfull to be thought on: but you muſt learne 
To know ſuch ſlanders of this age, 
Or elſe you may meruellouſly be miſtooke. 
= Fly. Certaine captaine Gower, it is not the man, 
Looke you, that I did take him to be: 
But when time ſhall ſerue, I ſhall tell him a little 
Of my deſires : heere comes his majeſty, 


Enter King, Clarence, Gloſter, and at hers. 


King. How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge ? 
Flew, I and it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
There is excellent ſeruice at the bridge. 
King. What men haue you loſt Flewellen ? 
Flew. And it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
The partition of the aduerſary hath beene great, 
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Very reaſonably great, but for our owne parts, 
I thinke we haue loſt neuer a man, vnleſſe it be one 
For robbing of a church, one Bardolſe, if your maiĩeſty 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs, 
And pumples, and his breath blowes at his noſe 
Like a coale, ſometimes red, ſometimes plew ; 
But God be praiſed, now his noſe is executed, 
And his fire out, 
King. We would haue all offenders ſo cut off, 
And here we giue expreſſe commandement, 
That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for; none of the French abuſed, 
Or vpbraided with diſdainfull language: 
For when cruelty and lenity play for a kingdome, 
The gentleſt gameſter is the ſooner winner. 


Enter the French Herald. 


Herald. Vou know me by my habite. 

King. Well then, we know thee, 
What ſhould we know of thee ? 

Her. My maſters-minde. 

King. Vnfold it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell him, 
Aduantage is a better ſoudier then raſnneſſe, 
Although we did ſeeme dead, we did but ſlumber. 
Now we ſpeake vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperiall, 
England ſhall repent her folly, fee her raſhneſle, 
And admire our ſufferance. Which to ranſome, 
His pettineſſe would bow vnder: 
For the effuſion of our blood, his army is too wake ; ; 
For the diſgrace we haue borne, himſelfe kneeling 
At our feete, a weake and worthleſle ſatisfaction. 
To this, add defiance. 
So much from the king my maſter. 
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or HENRY THE Fire. 


e What is thy name? we know thy quality, 
© Herald. Montioy. 
; Ving. Thou doſt thy office faire, returne thee backe, 
: Ind tell thy king, I do not ſeeke him now; 
1 jut could be well content, without impeach, 
. o march on to Callis; for to ſay the footh, 
Though tis no wiſedome to confeſſe ſo much 
nto an enemy of craft and vantage) 
1 ſy ſouldiers are with ſickneſſe much enfeebled, 
My army leſſened, and thoſe few I haue, 
Almoſt no better than ſo many French: 
Who when they were in heart, I tell thee herald, 
thought vpon one paire of Engl: 72 legs, 

Did march three Frenchmens. 
Fet God forgiue me, that I do brag thus ; 
| our aire of France hath blowne this vice in me. - 
I muſt repent, go tell thy maſter here I am, 

y ranſome is this fraile and worthleſſe body, 
My army but a weake and ſickly guard, 
1 ſet God before, we will come on, 
4 France and ſuch another neighbor ſtood in our way; 
we may paſſe, we will; if we be hindered, 
We ſhall your taway groud with your red blood dicolour 
$0 Montioy get you gone, there's for your paines : 
+ he ſum of all our anſwere is but this, 
We would not ſeeke a battle as we are; 
or as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it. 
Herald. I ſhall deliuer fo : thanks to your majeſty, 
Cleſt. My liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 
King. We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs; 
o night we will encamp beyond the bridge, 
and on to morrow bid them march away. 
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Enter Burbon, Conſtable; Orleance, and Gebon. 


Con. Tut, I haue the beſt armour in the world. 
Orleance. You haue an excellent armour, 

But let my horſe haue his due. 
Bur, Now you talke of a horſe, 

J haue a ſteed like the palfrey of the ſunne, 

Nothing but pure aire and fire, 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within bim. 
Orleance. He is of the colour of the nutmeg. 
Bur. And of the heate of the ginger. 

Turne all the ſands into eloquent tongues, 

And my horſe is argument for them all : 

I once writ a ſonnet in the praiſe of my horſe, 

And began thus, Wonder of nature, 

Con. I haue heard a ſonnet begin fo, 
In the praiſe of ones miſtreſſe. 
Bur. Why then did they imitate 

That which I writ in praiſe of my horſe, 

For my horſe is my miſtreſſe. 

Con. Ma foy the other day, me-thought 

Youg miſtreſſe ſhooke you ſhrewdly. 

Bur. I, bearing me. 1 tell thee lord conſtable, 

My miſtreſſe weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaſt of that, 

If I had a ſow to my miſtreſſe. 

Bur. Tut, thou wilt make vſe of any thing. | 
Con. Yet I do not vie my horſe for my miſtreſſe. 
Bur. Will it neuer be morning? 

Ile ride too morrow a mile, 

And my way ſhall be paued with Engli iſh faces. + 
Con. By my faith ſo will not I, i 

For feare I be out-faced of my way. 


Bur. Well, ile go arme my ſelfe; hay. Exit. | 
EE Gebon, 2 


or Henry THE fir. 
Gebon, The duke of Burdon longs for morning. 
Orleance. I, he longs to eate the Engliſb. 
Con, I thinke hee'l eate all he kils, 
Orlean. O peace, ill will neuer ſaid well. 
Con. lle cap that prouerbe, 
With there's flattery in friendſhip. 
Orle. O ſir, I can anſwer that, 
With giue the diuell his due. 
XZ Con. Haue at the eye of that prouerbe, 
With a iogge of the diuell. 
* 0rle. Well, the duke of Burbon is ſimplyß 
The moſt actiue gentleman of France. 
Con. Doing his actiuity, and hee'l ſtill be doing. 
Orle. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 
Con, No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 
Orle. 1 hold him to be exceeding valiant. 
Con. I was told fo by one that knowes him befter then you. 
Orle. Whoſe that ? | 
Con. Why he told me ſo himſelfe. 
And ſaid he cared not who knew it. 
* 0rle, Well, who will go with me to hazard, 
For a hundred Engliſb priſoners ? 
Cen. You mult go to hazard your ſelfe, 
Before you haue them. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


= Mef. My lords, the Engliſb lie within a hundred 

Paces of your tent. 

= Cn. Who hath meaſured the ground? 

Meſſ. The lord Granþeere. 

Can. A valiant man, an expert gentleman. 

Come, come away, 

The ſunne is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit omneg. 
Enter 
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Enter the King diſguiſed, to him Piſtoll. 


Pit. Ke ve la? 
King. A friend. | 
Pift. Diſcus vnto me art thou a gentleman ? 
Or art thou common, baſe, and popeler ? 
King. No fir, I am a gentleman of a company, 
Pit. Trailes thou the puiſſant pike ? 
King. Even ſo ſir, What are you? 
Piſt. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 
King. O then thou art better then the king. 
Piſt. The kings a bago, and a hart of gold, 
A lad of life, an impe of fame, 
Of parents good, of fiſt moſt valiant : 
I kis his durty ſhooe, and from my heart ſtrings 
I lone the lonely bully. What is thy name ? 
King. Harry le Roy. 
Piſt. Le Roy, a Corniſh man 
Art thou of Corniſh crew? 
King. No fir, I am a Welchman. 
Piſt, A Welchman ; knowſt thou Flewellen ? 
King. I fir, he is my kinſman. 
Piſt. Art thou his friend? 
King. fir. 
Piſt. Figa for thee then; my name is Piſfoll. 
King. It ſorts well with your fierceneſſe. 
Piſt. Piſtoll is my name. | 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. | 


Gower. Captaine Flewellen, 

Flew. In the name of Ieſu ſpeake lower. 
It is the greateſt folly in the worell, when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 
I warrant 
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or HENAVY THE fir r. 

JF wirrant you, if you looke into the wars of the Romanes, 
Fon mall find no tittle rattle, nor bibble babble there, 
Put you ſhall find the cares, and the feares, wy 

A nd the ceremonies to be otherwiſe. 

Gow. Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
== Flew. Godes ſollud, if the enemy be an aſſe and a foole, 
And a prating cocks-combe, is it meet that we be _ 

3 foole, and a prating cocks-combe, 
In your conſcience now? 
S Gower. Ile ſpeake lower. | 
Flew, I beſeech you do, good captaine Gower. 
Exit Gower and Flewellen, 
King. Though! it appeare a little out of faſhion, 
et there's much care in this. 


Enter three Souldiers. 128 


1. Soul. Is not that the morning yonder? 

2. Soul. I, we ſee the beginning, | 
od knowes whether we ſhall ſee the end or no. 

3. Soul, Well, I thinke the king could wiſh himſelfe 
p to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 
And ſo I would he were, at all aduentures, and I with him. 

King. Now my maſters good morrow, what cheare ? 

3. Soul. Ifaith ſmall cheere ſome of vs is like to haue, 

re this day to an end. 

King. Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike, 
2. Soul. I he may be, for he hath no cauſe as we, 
King. Nay ſay not ſo, he is a man as we are, 

The violet ſmells to him as vato vs; 
herefore if he ſee reaſons, he feares as we do. 
2. Soul, But the king hath a heauy reckoning to make, 

Wis cauſe be not good; when all thoſe ſoules 
Whoſe bodies ſhall be ſlaughtered here, 
Vol. III. C Shall 
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Enter the King diſguiſed, to him Piſtoll. 


Pit. Ke ve la? 
King. A friend. 
Piſt. Diſcus vnto me art thou a gentleman? 
Or art thou common, baſe, and popeler ? 
King. No fir, I am a gentleman of a company. 
Pift. Trailes thou the puiſſant pike ? 
King. Even ſo fir, What are you? 
Piſt. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 
King. O then thou art better then the king. 
Piſt. The kings a bago, and a hart of gold, 
A lad of life, an impe of fame, 
Of parents good, of fiſt moſt valiant : 
J kis his durty ſhooe, and from my heart ſtrings 
I loue the lovely bully. What is thy name? 
King. Harry le Roy. 
Piſt. Le Roy, a Corniſh man; 
Art thou of Corniſh crew? 
King. No fir, I am a Welchman. 
Piſt. A Welchman ; knowlſt thou Flewellen ? 
King. I fir, he is my kinſman. 
Pit. Art thou his friend? 
King. I ſir. 
Piſt. Figa for thee then; my name is Piſfoll. 
King. It ſorts well with your fierceneſſe. 
Piſt. Piſtoll is my name. 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. | 


Gower, Captaine Flewellen, 
Flew. In the name of Ieſu ſpeake lower, 


Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept, 


It is the greateſt folly in the worell, when the ancient 


1 warrant 


or Hengy THE rirr. 
I wirrant you, if you looke into the wars of the Nomanes, 
ou ſhall find no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there, 
I zut you ſhall find the cares, and the feares, | 
And the ceremonies to be otherwiſe. 
Cow. Why the enemy is loud: you heard him all night. 
Flew. Godes ſollud, if the enemy be an aſſe and a foole, 
And a prating cocks-combe, is it meet that we be — 
A foole, and a prating cocks · combe, 
In your conſcience now ? 
= Gower. Ile ſpeake lower. 
Flew. I beſeech you do, good captaine Gower. 

7 Exit Gower and Flewellen, 
King. Though it appeare a little out of faſhion, 22 5 
et there's much care in this. : 


Enter three Souldiers. 


1. Soul. Is not that the morning Fes. 
2. Soul. I, we ſee the beginning, 
od knowes whether we ſhall ſee the end or no. 
3. Soul, Well, I thinke the king could wiſh himſelfe 
Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 
and fo I would he were, at all adventures, and I with him, 
King. Now my maſters good morrow, what cheare ? 
3. Soul. Ifaith ſmall cheere ſome of vs is like to haue, 
© Fre this day to an end. 
King. Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike. 
2. Soul. I he may be, for he hath no cauſe as we, 
King. Nay ſay not ſo, he is a man as we are, 
The violet ſmells to him as vnto vs; 
Therefore if he ſee reaſons, he feares as we do. 
2. Soul, But the king hath a heauy reckoning to make, 
Wt his cauſe be not good; when all thoſe ſoules 
Whoſe bodies ſhall be ſlaughtered here, 
Vol. III. C Shall 
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Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 
And ſay I dyed at ſuch a place. Some ſwearing; 
Some their wines rawly left; 


Some leauing their children poore behinde them. 
Now if his cauſe be bad, 


I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why ſo you may ſay, if a man ſend his ſervant 
As factor into another country, 
And he by any meanes miſcarry, 
You may ſay the buſineſſe of the maſter 
Was the author of his ſeruants miſ- fortune. 
Or if a ſonne be imployd by his father, 
And he fall into any leud action, you may fay the father 
Was the author of his ſonnes damnation, 
But the maſter is not to anſwer for his ſeruant, | 
The father for his ſonne, nor the king for his ſubiects; 
For they purpoſe not their deaths, 
When they craue their ſeruices ; 
Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them: 
Others the broken ſeale of forgery, in beguiling maidens. 
Now if theſe out- ſtrip the law, 
Yet they cannot eſcape Gods puniſhment. 
War is Gods beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 
Euery mans ſeruice is the kings: 
But every mans ſoule is his owne. 
Therefore I would haue euery ſouldier examine himſelfe, 
And waſh euery moth out of his conſcience, 
That in ſo doing, he may be the readier for death; 
Or not dying, why the time was well ſpent, 
Wherein ſuch preparation was made. 

3. Soul. [faith he faies true, 
Euery mans fault is on his owne head, | 
I would 
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would not haue the king anſwer for me. 
et 1 intend to fight luſtily for him. 
1 King. Well, I heard the king wold not be ranſomd, 
2. Soul. I he ſaid fo, to make vs fight; 
3 zut when our throats be cut, he may be ranſomd, 
And we neuer the wiſer. 
King. If I live to ſee that, ile neuer truſt his word againe, 
2. Soul. Maſſe yow'l pay him then, 
is a great diſpleaſure thar an elder 
un can do againſt a cannon, 
Pr a ſubiect againſt a monarch. 
FF ou'l nere take his word againe, you are a naſſe, goe, 
King. Your reproofe is ſomewhat too bitter; 
Were it not at this time I could be angry. 
2. Soul. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 
King. How ſhall I know thee ? | 
2. Soul. Here's my gloue, which if ener I ſee in thy hat, 
e challenge thee, and ſtrike thee. 
King. Here is likewiſe another of mine, 
\nd aſſure thee ile weare it. 
2. Soul. Thou dar'ſt as well be hangd. 
3. Soul. Be friends you fooles, 
We have French quarrels enow in hand, 
e haue no need of Engliſb broyles. 
King. Tis no treaſon to cut French crownes, 
For to morrow the king himſelfe will be a clipper. 
Exit the feuldicrs, 


Enter to the King, Gloſter, Epingham, and attendants. 


King. O God of battels ſteele my ſouldiers harts, 
| 1 ake from them now the ſence of reckoning, 
hat the appoſed multitudes which ſtand before them, 
| May not appale their courage. 
E C 2 | O not 
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O not too day, not too day O God, 

Thinke on the fault my father made, 

In compaſſing the crowne. 

I Richards body haue interred new, 

And on it hath beſtow'd more contrite teares, 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood; 

A hundred men haue J in yearely pay, 

Which euery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen, to pardon blood, 

And I haue built wo chanceries, more will I do: 
Though all that I can do is all too little. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Glo. My lord. | 
King. My brother Gleſters voice. 
Glo, My lord, the army ſtayes vpon your preſence. 


Kin. Stay Gloſter ſtay, and I will go with thee, | 


The day, my friends, and all things ſtayes for me. 


Enter Clarence, Gloſter, Exeter, and Saliſbury. 


War. My lords, the French are very ſtrong, - 
Ex. There's fiue to one, and yet they are all freſh. 
War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thouſand. 
Sal. The oddes is all too great. Farwell kinde lords: : 
Braue Clarence, and my lord of Glefter, 
My lord of Warwicke, and to all farewell. 
Cla. Farewell kinde lords, fight valiantly to day, 
And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 
For thou art made on the true ſparkes of honor. 


Enter King, 


War, O would we had but ten thouſand men 
Now at this inſtant, that doth not worke in England. 


Kin 


or HENRY THE FIFT. 


u. Whoſe that, that wiſhes ſo, my couſen Warwick ? 
Bods will I would not looſe the honour | 
| ne man would ſhare from me, 
ot for my kingdome. 

Mo faith my coſen, wiih not one man more, 

1 ather proclaime it preſently through our camp 
hat he that hath no ſtomacke to this feaſt 

et him depart, his paſport ſhall bee drawne. 
Ind crownes for conuoy put into his purſe, 
f re would not dye in that mans company, 

j hat feares his fellowſhip to dye with vs, 

T his day is called the day of Criſpin: 
A e that out- liues this day, and ſees olde age, 
Mall ſtand a tipto when this day is named, 

Ind rowſe him at the name of Criſpin, - 

e that out-lines this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Mall yearly on the vigill feaſt his ſriends, 
Ind ſay, to morrow is S. Criſpins day: 
Then ſhall we in their flowing boules 
e newly remembred. Harry the king, 
F-dford and Exeter, Clarence, and Gloſter, 
Warwicke, and Yorke, 
Familiar in their mouths as houſhold wordes. 
This tory ſhall the good man tell his ſon, 

Ind from this day vnto the generall doome, 

But we in it ſhall be remembred. 

e few, we happy few, we bond of brothers, 
For he to day that ſheds his blood by mine 
hall be my brother. Be he nere ſo baſe 

his day ſhall gentle his condition. 

Then ſhall he ſtrip his ſleeues, and ſhew his ſcars, 
[ Ind ſay theſe wounds I had on Criſþins day. 

And gentlemen in England now a bed, 

Shall thinke themſelues accurſt, 
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They were not there, when any ſpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon 8. Criſpines day. 
Glo, My gracious lord, | 
The French is in the field. 
Kin. Why all things are ready if our mindes be ſo. 
War. Periſh the man whoſe minde is backward now. | 
King. Thou doſt not wiſh more helpe from England, couſen! 
War. Gods will my liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out. 
Why well ſaid. That doth pleaſe me better, 
Then to wiſh me one. You know your charge, 
God be with you all. 


Enter the Herauld from the French. 


Her. Once ore I come to know of thee king Henry, 
What thou wilt giue for ranſome ? 

King. Who hath ſent thee now ? 

Her. The conſtable of France. 

King. 1 prethee beare my former anſwer backe, 
Bid them atchieue me, and then ſell my bones. 
Good God, why ſhould they mocke good fellowes thus ? 
The man that once did fell the lyons ſkin 
While the beaſt lined, was kild with hunting him. 
And many of our bodies ſhall no doubt 
Finde graues within your realme of France: 
Though buried in your dunghils, we ſhall be famed, 
For there the ſunne ſhall greete them, 
And draw vp their honours reaking vp to heauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime; 
The ſmell whereof, ſhall breed a plague in France; 
Marke then abundant valour in our Engli/h, 
That being dead, like to the bullets craſing, 
Breakes foorth into a ſecond courſe of miſchicfe, 
Killing in relaps of mortality : 


W 7 


or HENRY THE FIFT, 
t me ſpeake proudly, 


here's not a peece of feather in our campe, 
Hood argument I hope we ſhall not flye, 

And time hath worne us into ſlouendry. 

But by the maſſe, our hearts are in the trim, 
And my poore ſouldiers tell me, yet ere night 


hey'l be in freſher robes, or they will plucke 


[ The gay new cloaths ore your French ſouldiers eares, 
And turne them out of ſeruice. If they do this, 
Ns if it pleaſe God they ſhall, 


hen ſhall our ranſome ſoon be levied ; 


| daue thou thy labour herauld, 
Come thou no more for ranſome, gentle herauld. 


hey ſhall haue nought I ſweare, but theſe my bones: 

hich if they haue, as I will leaue vm them, 

ill yeeld them little, tell the conſtable. 

Her, 1 ſhall deliver ſo. Exit Herald. 
Yorke. My gracious lord, vpon my knee I craue 


1 The leading of the vaward. 


King. Take it braue Yorke, 


| Come ſouldiers let's away, 


And as thou pleaſeſt God, diſpoſe the day. Exit. 


Enter the foure French lords. 


Gebon. O diabello. 

Con. Mor du ma vie. 

Orle, O what a day is this! 

Bur. O Tour dei houte all is gone, all is loſt. 
Con, We are enow yet living in the field, 


ö To ſmother vp the Engliſb, wo 
Ik any order might be thought vpon. ; 


Bur. A plague of order, once more to the field; 


And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
; | C 4 Let 
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Let him go home, and with his cap in hand, 
Like a baſe leno hold the chamber doore, 
Why leaſt by a ſlaue no gentler then my dog, 
His faireſt daughter is contamuracke, 

Con. Diſorder that hath ſpoild vs, right vs now, 
Come we in heapes, wee'l offer vp our lines 
Vato theſe Engliſb, or elſe die with fame. 
Come, come along, 
Lets dye with honor, our ſhame doth laſt too long. 

Exit #mne:. 
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Enter Piſtoll, the French man, and the boy. 


Pit. Eyld cur, eyld cur. 
French. O monſieur, ie vou en pree aues petie de moy. 
Piſt. Moy ſhall not ſerue, I will haue forty moſs, 
Boy, aſke his name. 

Boy. Comant ettes vous apelles ? 

Fren. Monſieur Fer. 

Boy. He ſayes his name is maſter Fer. 

Piſt. Ile fer him, and ferit him, and ferke — 
Boy diſcuſſe the ſame in French. 

Boy. Sir I do not know whats French for fer, ferite and 
fearke. 

Pit. Bid him prepare, for T will cut his throat. 

Boy. Feate, vou preat, ill voulles couple votre gorge, 

Fren. Onye may foy couple la gorge, 

Piſt. Vnleſſe thou giue to me egregious ranſome, dye. 

| One point of a fox, 

Fren. Qui dit ill monſieur, 
Ill ditye ſi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranſome, ill voutueres. 

Fren. O ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran captaine, pour auez mercie 


2 


or HENRY THE yr. 


A moy, ey iee donerees pour mon ranſome 


3 Cinquante ocios, le ſuyes vngentelhome de France. 
Piſt. What ſayes he boy? 


Boy. Marry ſir he ſayes he is a gentleman of a great 


*Z Houſe of France, and for his ranſome 


He will giue you 500 crownes, 
Piſt. My fury ſhall abate, 
And I the crownes will take, 
And as I ſucke blood, I will ſome mercie ſhew, 


Folow me cur. Exit omnes. 


Enter the King, his Nebles, and Tito. | 


King. What the French retire ? . 


Yet als not done, the French keepes ſtill the field. 
Ex. The duke of Yorke comments him to your grace, 
Kin. Lives he good vnkle, twice I ſaw him downe, 
Twice vp againe: 


Prom helmet to the ſpur, all bleeding ore, 


Exe. In which array, braue ſouldier doth he lye, 
> Larding the plaines, and by his bloody ſide, 
© Yoake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds, 

The noble earle of Sufolke alſo lyes. 

* Sufolke firſt dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all ſteept, 
And takes him by the beard, kiſſes the gaſhes 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face, 

And cryed alowd, tarry deere couſin Suffolke *: 
My ſoule ſhall thine keepe company in heauen : 
Tarry deere ſoule awhile, then flye to reſt : 
And in this glorious and well-foughten field, 

We kept togither in our chiualry : | 
Vpon theſe words I came and cheer'd them VP, 
He tooke me by the hand, ſaide deere my lorde, 
Commend my feruice to my ſoueraigne, 


| 
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So did he turne, and ouer Sufolkes necke = 
He threw his wounded arme, and fo eſpouſd to death | 
With blood he ſealed. An — 
Of neuer - ending loue. 
The pretty and ſweete manner of i it, 
Forc'd thoſe waters from me, which I would haue Kopte, ol 
But I had not ſo much of man in me, | 
But all my mother came into my eyes, 
And gaue me vp to teares. | 
King. I blame you not: for hearing you, | 
I muſt conuert to teares. | £1 


Alarum ſounds. 
What new alarum is this? 
Bid euery ſouldier kill his priſoner. 
Piſt. Couple gorge. Exit mne: 


* 8 W 2 


Enter Flewellen, and caþtaine Gower, 


Flew. Godes plud kill the boyes and lugyge, 
Tis the arrants peece of knauery as can be deſired 
In the worell now, in your conſcience now. 

Gower. Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue, 
And the cowardly raſcals that ran from the battell, 
Themſelues haue done this flaughter ; 
Beſide, they hane carried away and burnt 
All that was in the kings tent: 
Whereupon the king cauſed enery priſoners 
Throat to be cut. Oh he is a worthy king. 

Flew. I. he was borne at Monmouth; 
Captaine Gower, what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great, 

Flew. Why I pray, is not big great ? 
As if I ſay, big, or great, or magnanimons, 

T hope 


or HExRT THE FIFT. 


T hope tis all one reckoning, 
Saue the phraſe is a little varation. 

Gower. I thinke Alexander the great 
Was borne at Macedon, 

His father was called Philip of Macedon, 
As take it. 

Flew. I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne: 
Looke you captain Gower, 
And if you looke into the maps of the worell well, 
You ſhall finde little difference betweene 
Macedon and Monmorth. Looke you, there is 
A river in Macedon, and there is alfo a river : 
In Monmorth, the rivers name at Monmorth 
Is called Wye. | 5 
But tis out of my braine what is the name of the other : * 
But this all one, tis ſo like, as my fingers is to fingers, 
And there is ſamons in both. 
Looke you captaine Gower, and you marke it, 
You ſhall finde our king is come after Alexander, 
God knowes, and you know, that Alexander in his 
Bowles, and his ales, and his wrath, and his diſpleaſures 
And indignations, was kill his friend Clitus. 

Gow. I but our king is not like him in that, 
For he neuer kild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Of a mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finiſhed : 
I ſpeake in the compariſons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clztus : ſo our king being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turne away the fat knite 
With the great belly doublet : 

I am forget his name. 
Gower. Sir John Fa{tafe. 
| Flew, 
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Flew, I, I thinke it was fir Byn Fahfahe indeed, 
I can tell you, there's good men borne at Monmorth. 


Enter the King and his — 


King. I was not angry ſince I came in France, 
Vntill this houre. 
Take a trumpet herauld, 
And ride vnto the horſemen on yon hill: 
If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 
Or leaue the field, they do offend our ſight. 
Will they do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them ſkyr away, as faſt 
As ſtones enforc'd from the old 4ſyrian ſlings. 
Beſides, weel cut the throats of thoſe we haue, 
And not one aliue ſhall taſte our mercy. 


Enter the Herald. 


Gods will what meanes this ? knowſt thou not | 
'That we haue fined theſe bones of ours for ranſome ? 
Her. 1 come great king for charitable fauour, 
To ſort our nobles from our common men, 
We may haue leaue to bury all our dead, 
Which in the fielde lye ſpoiled and troden on. 
Ain. I tell thee truly herald, 
I do not know whether the day be ours or no: 
For yet a many of your French do keepe the field. 
Her. The day is yours. 
Kin. Praiſed be God therefore: 
What caſtle call you that? 
Her. We call it Agincourt. 
Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 
W on the * of Criſpin, Criſpianus, 


or HENRY THE fir. 


Flew. Your grandfather of famous memory, 
If your grace be remembred, 
Is do good ſeruice in France. 
King. Tis true Flewellen, 
Flew. Your maieſty ſayes very true, 
And it pleaſe your maieſty,. 
The Velſbmen there was do good ſervice, 
ina a garden where leekes did grow, 
And 1 thinke your maieſty will take no ſcorne, 
To weare a leeke in your cap vpon S. Dauies day. 
King. No Flewellen, for I am Welch as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in ye will not waſh your Welch 
Flood out of you. God keepe it, and preſerue i it, b 
| 4 To his graces will and pleaſure. 
* King. Thankes good countrey-man, 
Flew. By leſu I am your maieſties countryman. 
I care not who kno it, ſo long as your maieſty is an honeſt man. 
King. God keepe me ſo. Our herald go with him, 
And bring vs the number of the ſcattered French. 
Exit heralds. 
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Call yonder ſouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow, come to the king. 

Kin. Fellow, why doſt thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
Saul. And pleaſe your maieſty, tis a raſcalles that ſwaggard 
with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the which 
if euer I ſee, I haue ſworne to ſtrike him: ſo hath he the 
like to mee. 

Kin. How thinke you e is it t lawefall to keep his 
oath ? 

Fl. And it pleaſe your malelly tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur'd once, he. is as arrant a beggarly naue, as 
treads vpon too blacke ſhooes. 
King. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth, 


Flew, 


Tue CHROeIcEIT His roR y 


Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belzebub and the diuell himſelfe, 
Tis meete he keepe his vow. 
King. Well ſirrha keepe your word, 
Vnder what captain ſerueſt thou? 
Soul. Vnder captaine Gower. 
Flew. Captain Gawer is a good captaine, 
And hath good litterature in the warres. 
Kin. Go call him hither, 
Soul. I will my lord. | Exit fouldier 
Kin. Captaine Flewellen, when Alan/on and I 
Were downe together, I tooke this gloue from's helmet, 
Heere Flewellen weare it. IS. 
If any challenge it, he is a friend of Alonſons, 
And an emeny to me. 
Flew. Your maieſty doth me as great a fauour, 
As can be deſired in the hearts of his ſubiects. 
I would ſee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pleaſe God of his grace I would but ſee him, 
That is all. 
King. Flewellen knowſt thou captaine Gower ? 
Flew. Captaine Gower is my friend 
And if it like your maieſty, I know him very well. 
King. Go call him hither. 
Flew. I will and it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
Kin. Follow Flewellen cloſely at the heeles, 
The gloue he weares, it was the ſoldiers : 
It may be there will be harme betweene them, 
For I do know Flewellen valiant, 
And being toucht, as hat as Gun-powder : 
And quickly will returne an iniury. 
Go ſee there be no harme betweene them. 


Enter 


or HENRY THE PIFP.. _ 


Enter caßtaine Gower, Flewellen, and the Soldier. 


Flew. Captaine Gower, in the name of Ieſu 
Come to his maieſty, there is more good towards you 
* Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare, you ſir, 

Do you know this glove, 

= Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 
S). Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 
my . He frites him. 
Flew. Gods plut, and his captaine Gower ſtand away, 

lle gine treaſon his due preſently. 


Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence, and Exeter. 


King. How now ? Whats the matter ? 

Flew, And it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
Heere is the the notableſt peece of treaſon come to light | 
As you ſhall deſire to ſee in a ſommers day. 
Heere is a raſcall, beggerly raſcall is ſtrike the gloue, 
Which your maieſty in perſon 
Tooke out of the helmet of Alan/or : 
And your maieſty will beare me witneſles, 
And teſtimonies, and auouchments, 
That this is the gloue. 

Soul, And it pleaſe your maieſty, 
That was my gloue. 
He that I gaue it to in the night, 
Promiſed me to weare it in his hat: 
I promiſed to ſtrike him if he did. 
I met that gentleman with my gloue in's hat, 
And I thinke I haue bene as good as my worde. 
| Flew. Your maieſty heares, 

| Vader your maieſtyes man-hoode, 

What a beggerly lowſie knaue it is. 


King. 
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King. Let me ſee thy gloue, 
Looke you, this is the fellow of it. 


It was I indeede you promiſed to ſtrike, = 
And thou haſt giuen me moſt bitter words, 5 
How canſt thou make us amends. 

Flew. Lot his necke anſwer it, 

If there be any marſhals law in the worell. 
Soul. My liege, 

All offences come from the heart: 

Neuer came any from mine 

To offend your maieſty, 

You appeared to me but as a common man: x 

Witneſſe the night, your garments, 

Your lowlineſſe ; and whatſoeuer 

You receiued vnder that habite, | 

I beſeech your maieſty, impute it 

To your own fault, and not to mine. 

For your ſelfe came not like your ſelfe : 

Had you beene as you ſeemed then to me, 

I had made no offence, my gracious lord, 

Therefore I beſeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with crownes, 

And giue it to the ſouldier. 

Weare it fellow, | 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge 1 it, 

Giue him the crownes. Come captaine Flewellen, 

I muſt needs haue you friends. 

Flew. By Ieſus, the fellowe hath mettall enough in his belly. 
Harke you ſoldier, there'is a ſilling for you, 
And keepe your ſelfe out of brawles, 

And prabbles, and diſſentions, 

And looke you, it ſhall be the better for you. 
Soul. Ile none of your money fir, not I. 
Flew. Why tis a good filling man : 

Why ſhould you be queamith ? 


or HENRY THE fir. 


Your ſhooes are not ſo good. 
ſt will ſerue you to mend your ſhooes. 

* Kin, What men of ſort are taken vnckle? 
Exe. Charles duke of Orleance, nephew to the king, 
Ihn duke of Burbon, and lord Bouchquall, 
Of the other lords and barons, knights and ſquires, 
Full fifteene hundred, beſides common men. 
This note doth tell me of ten thouſand 
French, that in the fielde lyes ſlaine. 
Of nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 
Charles de le Brute, high conſtable of France, 
Iaques of Chatillian, admirall of France, 
The maſter of the Crofſe-bowes, lohn duke Alon/en, = 
Lord Rambieres, high maſter of France. 
The braue fir Gwigzard, dolphin. Of Mbelle Charillas, 
Gran Prie and Rofſe, Fawconbridee and Foy, 
Gerard and Verton, Vandemant and Leſtra. 

King. Heeres was a royall fellowſhip of death, 
Where is the number of our Engliſh dead ? 

Exe. Edward the duke of Yorke, the earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam eſquire, 
And of all the other, but fiue and twenty. 
King. O God, thy arme was heere, 
And vnto thee alone, aſcribe we praiſe: 
When without ſtratageme, 
And euen in ſhocke of battell, was euer heard 
Ss great and little loſſe, on one part and another? 
Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 
Exe. Tis wonderfull. | ; 
Kin. Come, let vs go on proceſſion through the campe : 
Let it be death proclaim'd to any man 


| To boaſt heereof, or take the praiſe from God, 
Which is his due, 
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Flew. Is it lawfull, and it pleaſe your maieſly, 
To tell how many is kild ? 
Kin. Yes Flewellen, 
But with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 
Flew. Yes in my conſcience, he did vs great good. 
Kin. Let there be ſung nououes and te deum, 
The dead with charity enter'd in clay : 
Weel then to Calice and to England then, 


Where nere from France, artin'd more happier men. 
Exit nine. 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. 


Gower, But why do you weare your leeke to day? 


Saint Dauies is paſt ? 


Flew. There is occaſion captaine Gower, 


Locke you why, and wherefore : 


The other day looke you, Piftolles 
Which you know is a man of no merites 
In the worell, is come where I was the other day, 
And brings bread and falt, and biddes mee 
Eate my lecke: twas in a place, looke you, 
Where I could mooue no diſſentions, 
But if I can ſee him, I ſhall tell him 
A little of my deſires, 
Gow. Heere he comes ſwelling like turky-cocke. 


Enter Piſtoll, 
Flewellen. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, and his turk. 


cockes. © td 
God pleſſe you ancient Pete, you ſcall, 
Beggerly, lowſy knaue, God pleſſe you. 


ö 


; 


E Piſtol. Good, good. 
Hleuellen. I leekes are good, ancient Piſtoll. 
3 | Looke you now, there is a filling for you 

E To heale your bloody coxcombe. 


ar Hengy Tux rirr. 
Piſt. Ha, art thou bedlem ? 


L 7 Doſt thou thurſt baſe Troyan, 
| J Jo haue me folde vp Parcas fatall web ? 
Hence, I am qualmiſh at the ſmell of leeke. 


Flew. Ancient Pi/toll. 
11 would deſire you becauſe it doth not ag ee 
With your ſtomackes, and your appetites, 


And your digeſtions, to eate this leeke. 


Piſt. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 
Flew, There is one goate for you, ancient Pi/tol, 
He ftrikes him, 
Pift. Baſe Troyan thou ſhalt dye, 
Flewellen. I, I know I ſhall dye: 


j But in the mean time, I would deſire you 
Io live and eate this leeke. 


\ Gower. Enough captaine, 


© You haue aſtoniſht him, it is enough, 
> Flewel, Aſtoniſht him, 
; By Jeſu, Ile beate his head foure dayes 
& And foure nights too, but Ile make him 
Fate ſome part of my leeke. 

Piſt. Well muſt I bite ? 


Flew. I out of queſtion, or doubt, or ambiguities, 


vou muſt bite. 


He makes ancient Piſtall bite of the lecke, 


Piſt. Me a ſhilling. 
Flew. If you will not take it, 


J haue another leeke for you. 
] Piſt. I take thy ſhilling in earneſt of reckoning. 


D 2 Flew. 
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Flew. If I owe you any thing, 
I will pay you in cudgelles : 
You thall be a wood-monger, 
And bny cadgels. And ſo God be with you 
Ancient Pi/ol!, God pleſſe you, 
And heale your broken pate. 
Ancient Piſtoll, if you ſee leekes another time, 
Mocke ut them, that is all : God bwy you, 


Exit Flewellen, 
Pit. All heil hall ſtirre for this. 

Doth fortune play the huſwife with me now? 

Is konour cudgeld from my warlike loynes? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 

That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 

The warres affoordeth nought, home will I trug, 

Baud will I turne, and vſe the ſlight of hand: 

To England will I ſteale. 

And there lle ſteale: 

And patches will I get vnto theſe ſcarres, 

And ſweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. 


Exit Piſtol, 


Enter at one doore, the king of England and his lords, 


And at the other doore, the king of France, queene Katherine, 
| the duke of Burbon, and others, 


Harry. Peace to this meeting, 
Wherefore we are met, 
And to our brother France, faire time of day, 
Fair health unto our louely couſin Katherine, 
And as a branch, and member of this ſtocke, 
We do ſalute you, duke of Burgundy, 
Fran. Brother of England, 


Right 


or HENRY THE Fir. 


; Right ioyous are we to behold your face, 

go are we princes Engliſb euery one. 

7 Duke. With pardon vnto your mightineſſe: 

Let it not diſpleaſe you, if I demaund 

* What rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 

Jo keepe you from the gentle ſpeech of peace? 

* Har. If duke of Burgundy you would haue peace, 

vou muſt buy that peace, 

According as we haue drawn our articles. 

Fran. We haue but with a curſorary eye 
re. view'd them; pleaſeth your grace, 
| ; To let ſome of your counſell ſit with vs, 
| be ſhall returne our peremptory anſwer. 

” Har. Go lords, and fit with them, . 
? And bring vs anſwer backe. 
et leaue our couſen Katherine heere behind. 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 


Exit French king, and the lords, 


Manet, king Henry, Katherine, and the Gentlewoman, 


Har. Now Kate, 
© You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 
If I could winne thee at leape-frog, 
or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
7 Into my ſaddle, 

ö without bragge be it ſpoken, - 1 
© Ide make compare with any. 
But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeſt me now, 1 
Thou ſhalt haue me at the worſt, 

And in wearing thou ſhalt haue me better and better, 
Thou ſhalt haue a face that is not worth ſun- burning. 4 
But doeſt thou thinke, that thou and I, [ 
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Shall get a boy, that ſhall go to Conſtantinople, 
And take the great Turke by the beard : ? 
Ha, Kate. 
Kate. Is it poſſible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy de France. 
Harry. No Kate, 
It is vnpoſſible you ſhould lone the enemy of France : 
For Kate I loue France ſo well, 
That ile not Jeaue a village, 
Ile haue it all mine. Then Kate, 
When France is mine, 
And I am yours : 
Then France is yours. 
And you are mine. 
Kate. ] cannot tell what is dat. 
Harry. No Kate, 
Why Ile tell you in French, 
Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married huſband. 
Let me ſee, ſaint Dennis be my ſpeede. 
Quan France & mon. 
Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 
Harry. Et vous ettes amoy. 
Kate. And I am to you. 
Harry. Douck France ettes a vous, 
Kate. Den France fall be mine. 
Harry. Et ie ſuyues a vous. 
Kate. And you will be to me. 
Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? Tis eaſier for nie 
To conquer the kingdome, 
Then to ſpeake ſo much more French. 
Rate. A your maieſty. 
Has falſe France enough, to deceiue 
De beſt lady in France. 
Harry 


or Henry THE FirT, 


Harry. No faith Kate not I. 
But Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearmes, 


Doſt thou loue me ? 


Kate, 1 cannot tell. 


Harry. No: Can any of your neighbours tel, 


le aſke them. 
Come Kate, I know you loue me. 


Y And ſoone when you are in your cloſſet, 


7 Youle queſtion this lady of me: 


5 


FEISS, 


| But I pray thee ſweet Kate vie me mercifully, 
% Becauſe I loue thee cruelly. 


That I ſhall dye Kate, is ſure: 

But for thy loue by the Los neuer. 

| Wha wench. A 
A ſtraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxe ſmall, 

A curld pate prooue bald: 


But a good heart Kate is the fun and the moon, 
And rather the ſun and not the moone : 


; Fi 


And therefore Kate rake me, 

Take a ſouldier, take a ſouldier, 

Take a king: 

| Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee? 
Kate. Dat is as pleaſe de king my father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleaſe him, 

| Nay i it ſhall pleaſe him Kate, 


| And vpon that condition Kate Ile kiſſe thee, 


Ka. O mon du ie ne voudroy fair quelk choſſe 
| our toute le monde, 
Ce ne poynt votree fachion en fauor. 

Harry, What ſayes ſhe lady? 

Lady. Dat it is not de faſion in France 
For de maides, befor da be married to 
May foy je oblye, what is to baſſie? 

D 4 Har. 
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Har. To kiſſe, to kiſſe. 
O that tis not the faſhion in France 
For the maids to kiſſe before they are married. 

Lady. Owye ſee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuſtome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 
Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kiſſes : 

And may perſwade with me more 
Then all the French Councell. 
Your father is returned, 


Enter the Rings of France, and the lordes, 


How now my lords ? 
Fran. Brother of England, 
We haue ordered the articles, 
And haue agreed to all that we in ſedule had. 
Exe. Onely he hath nat ſubſcribed this, 
Where your maieſty demands, 
That the king of France hauing any occaſion 
To write for matter of grant, 
Shall name your highneſſe in this forme: 
And with this addition in French, | 
Noſtre treſher filz, Henry Roy d Angleterre, 
E heare de France, And thus in latine : 
Preclariſſimus filius naſter Henricus Rex Angliæ, 
Et heres Francie. | 
Fran. Nor this haue we ſo nicely ſtood vpon, 
But you faire brother may intreat the ſame. 
Harry. Why then let this among the reſt 
Haue his full courſe : And withall, 
Your daughter Katherine in marriage. 
Fran. This and what elſe 
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oF HENRY THE Fir. 


Your maieſty ſhall craue: 


f God that diſpoſeth all giue vou much ioy. 


Har. Why then faire Katherine, 
Come giue me thy hand: 
Our marriage will we preſent ſolemnize, 


And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 
Then will I ſweare to Kate, and Kate to me, 
And may our vowes once made, vnbroken be. 
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The Firſt Part of the 


Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


O F 


YoRKE and LANCASTER, 


WITH THE 


Death of the good Duke Humfrey. 


Enter at one doore, king Henry the ſixt, and Humfrey duke of 
Gloceſter, the duke of Somerſet, the duke of Buckingham, 
cardinall Bewford, and others. 


Enter at the other doore, the duke of Yorke, and the marques 
of Suffolke, and queene Margaret, and the earle of Saliſbury 


and Warwicke. 
Suffolke. 


S by your high imperiall maieſties command, 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator for your excellence, 
To marry princes Margaret for your grace ; 
So in the ancient famous citty Towers, 
In preſence of the kings of France and Cy/ſile, 
The dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaine, and Alonſon. 
Seuen earles, twelue barons, and twenty reuerend byſhops, 
I did performe my taſke, and was eſpouſd, 
And now, moſt humbly on my bended knees, 
In ſight of England and her royall peeres, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Deliner vp my title in the queene 
Vnto your gracious excellence, that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſhadow I did repreſent : 
The happieſt gift that euer marqueſſe gaue, 
The faireſt queene that euer king poſſeſt. 
King. Suffolke ariſe. 
Welcome qveene Margaret to Engliſh Henrics court, 


The greateſt ſhew of kindneſſe yet we can beſtow, 


Is this kind kiſſe: O gracious God of heauen, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulneſſe, 
For in this beauteous face thou haſt beſtowd 


A world of pleaſures to my perplexed ſoule. 


Pueene. Th' exceſſiue loue I beare vnto your grace, 
Forbids me to be lauiſh of my tongue, 

Leaſt I ſhould ſpeake more then beſeemes a woman: 
Let this ſuffice, my bliſſe is in your liking. 
And nothing can make poore Margaret miſerable, 
Voleſſe the frowne of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound, but now her ſpeech doth pierce 
Louely queene Margaret ſit downe by my ſide : 

And vnkle G/z/ter, and you lorldly peeres, 
With one voyce welcome my beloued queene. 

All. Long live queene Margaret, Englands happineſſe. 
Qucene. We thanke you all. Sound trumpets. 

Sf olke. My lord protector, ſo it pleaſe your grace, 
Heere are the articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our ſoueraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme of eighteene months be full expir'd. 

Hum. Inprimis, it is agreed betweene the French king Carles 
and William de la Pole marqueſſe of Sefalte, embaſſador for 
Henry king of England, that the ſaide Henry ſhal wed and 
eſpouſe the lady Margaret, daughter to Raynard king of Naples, 
Cyſels, and Jeruſalem, and crowne her queene of England, ere 
the thirty day of the next month. 

| 5 Itein. 
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of Yorke and LANCASTER; 


tem. It is further agreed betweene them, that the dutcheſſe 
7 of Anioy and of Maine, ſhall be releaſed and delivered 
ouer to the king her fa 


Duke Humfrey lets it fall. 
King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you ſtay ſo 
* ſodainly. 
Hum. Pardon my lord, a ſodaine qualme came ore my 
heart, which dimmes mine eyes thar I can reade no more. 
My lord of Yorke, I pray do you reade on. 
Yorke. [tem, It is further agreed betweene them, that the 
dutcheſſe of Aniay and of Maine, ſhall bee releaſed and deli- 
2 yered over to the king her father, and ſhe ſent ouer of the 
king of Englands owne proper coſt and charges, without 
> dowry. 

King. They pleaſe vs well, lord marqueſſe kneele downe : 
K we heere create thee firſt duke of Sufclke, and girt thee with 
the ſword. Colin of Yorke, wee heere diſcharge your grace 
from being regent in the parts of Fe, till terme of 18. 
months be full ex pirde. 

Thankes vnckle Wincheſter, Glefter, Yorke, and Buckingham, 
Somerſet, Saliſbury, and Warwicke. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done, 
In entertainment to my princely queene, 
Come let vs in, and with all ſpeede provide 
To ſee her coronation be performd. 
Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke, and duke Humphrey 
ſtayes all the reſt. 

Hum. Braue peeres of England, pillers of the ſtate, 

To you duke Humphrey mult vnfold his greefe, 
What did my brother Henry toile himſelfe, 

And waſte his ſubiects for to conquer France? 
And did my brother Bedford ſpend his time, 

To keepe in awe that ſtout varuly realme ? 

And haue not I and mine vnckle Bewford heere, 
Done all we could to keep that land in peace ? 


And 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſcs 


And is all our labours then ſpent quite in vaine ? 
For Suffolke he, the new made duke that rules the roaſt, 
Hath giuen away for our king Henries queene, 
The dutcheffe of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 
Ah lords, fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ſtates, 
Reuerſing monuments of conquered France, 
Vndoing all, as none had nere beene done. 
Card. Why how now coſin Gloſter, what needs this: 
As if our king were bound vnto your will, 
And might not do his will without your leaue, 
Proud protector, enuy in thine eyes I ſee, 
The big ſwolne venome of thy hatefull heart, 
That dares preſume gainſt that thy ſoueraigne likes. 
Hum. Nay my lords, tis not my words that troubles you, 
But my preſence, proud prelate as thou art : 
But Ile be gone, and giue thee leaue to ſpeake. 
Farewell my lords, and ſay when I am gone, 
I propheſied France would be loſt ere long. 
Exit duke Humfrey, 
Card. There goes our protector in a rage. 
My lords you know he is my great enemy, 
And though he be protector of the land, 
And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 
For you well ſee, if he but walke the ſtreetes, 
The common people ſwarme about him ſtraight, 
Crying Jeſus bleſſe your royall excellence, 
Wich God preſerue the good duke Humfrey, 
And many things beſides that are not knowne, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth duke Humfrey, 
But I will after him, and if I can, 
Ile lay a plot to heaue him from his ſeate. 
Con: Exit Cardinal. 
Buck. But let vs watch this haughty cardinall, 
Coſin of Somerſet be rulde by me, 
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of Yorke and LANCASTER; 


Weele watch duke Humfrey and the cardinall too, 
And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 
Fomer. Thankes colin Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both of vs with the duke of Suffolke, 
Weele quickly heane duke Humſrey from his ſeate. 
Buck. Content, come then let vs about it ſtraight, 
For either thou or I will be protector. 
Exit Buckingham and Somerſet. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition followes after, 

Whilſt theſe do ſeeke their owne preferments thus, 
My lords let vs ſeeke for our countries good: 

Oft haue I ſeene this haughty cardinall 

Sweare, and forſweare himſelfe, and braue it out, 
More like a ruffian then a man of the church. 
Coſin Yorke, the victories thou haſt wonne, 

In Ireland, Normandy, and in France, 

Hath wonne thee immortal praiſe in England. 
And thou brave Warwicke, my thrice valiant ſonne, 
Thy ſimple plainneſſe and thy houſe-keeping, 
Hath won thee credit amongſt the common ſort, 
The reuerence of mine age, and Neuels name, 

Is of no little force if I command, 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this, 

That good duke Humfrey may his ſtate poſſeſſe, 
But wherefore weeps Warwicke my noble ſonne. 

Mar. For greefe that all is loſt that Varwiche won, 

Sonnes. Aniay and Maine, both giuen away at once, 

Why Warwick did win them, and muſt that then which we 
wonne with our ſwords, be giuen away with words. 

Yorke. As I haue read, our kings of England were wont 
to haue large dowrics with their wiues, but our king Henry 
gives away his owne. 

Sal. Come ſonnes away and looke vnto the maine, 

Vor. III. E | War. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


War. Vnto the Maine, Oh father Maine is loſt, 
Which Warwzicke by maine force did win from France, 
Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 
Which I will win from France or elſe be ſlaine. 

Exit Saliſbury and Warwick. 

York. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnto the French, 
Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Yorke ſhall claime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the Neuels parts, 

And make a ſhew of lone to proud duke Humfrey : 
And when I ſpy aduantage, claime the crowne, 

For thats the golden marke I ſeeke to hit: 

Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter viurpe my right, 

Nor hold the ſceptre in his childiſh fiſt, 

Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, 

Whoſe church-like humors fits not for a crowne : 
Then Yorke be ſtill a while till time doe ſerue, 
Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleepe, 

To pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate, 

Till Henry ſurfetting in ioyes of loue, 

With his new bride, and Englands deere bought queene, 
And Humfrey with the peeres be falne at jarres, 
Then will I raiſe aloft the milke-white role, 

With whoſe ſweete ſmell the ayre (hall be perfumde, 
And in my ſtandard beare the armes of Lorle, 

To grapple with the houſe of Lanca/er : 

And force perforce, Ile make him yeelde the crowne, 
Whoſe bookiſh rule hath puld fair England downe. 

| Exit Yorke, 
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Enter duke Humfrey, and dame Ellanor, Cobham his wiſe. 


F 


Elnor. Why droops my lord like over-ripened corne, 


Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load, 
What 


4 of YorRKE and LancasTER: 4 
. What ſeeſt thou duke Humfrey king Henries crowne ? i if 
g Reach at it, and if thine arme bee too ſhort, 44 
Mine ſhall lengthen it. Art thou not a prince ? 1 
Vnckle to the king? and his protector? 1 
a Then what ſhouldſt thou lacke that might content thy minde ? 1 
2 Hum. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart, 1" 
: To thinke of treaſons gainſt my ſoueraigne lord, || i 
But I was troubled with a dreame to night, | 9 
; And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 1 
Elnor. What dreamt my lord? Good Humfrey tell it me, 1 
And Ile interpret it: and when thats done, i 
5 Ile tell thee then what I did dreame to night. | jj 
Hum. This night when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 1 
That this my ſtaffe, mine office badge in court, 18 
Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot geſſe: 18 
But as I thinke by the cardinall. What it bodes 1 
God knowes; and on the ends were plac'd 1 
| The heads of Edmund duke of Somerſet, 1 
And William de la Pole firſt duke of Suffolke. | 


* Elnr. Tuſh my lord, this ſignifies nought but this, [ 
That he that breakes a ſticke of Glgſters groue, 
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| * Shall for the offence make forfet of his head. f 
But now my lord Ile tell you what I dreamt, 1 
Methought I was in the cathedrall church | 1 
At Weſtminſter, and ſeated in the chaire ö 


Where kings and queenes are crown'd, and at my feete 1 1 
Henry and Margaret with a crowne of gold, 8 
Stood ready to ſet it on my princely head, 
Hum. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art, 
Art thou not ſecond woman in this land, 
And the protectors wife? belou'd of him? 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering treaſon thus? 
Away I ſay, and let me heare no more. 
Elnor. How now my lord, what angry with your Ne!! 
E 2 For 
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For telling but her dreame ? The next I haue 

Ile keepe it to my ſelfe, and not be rated thus. 
Hum. Nay Nell, Ile giue no credit to a dreame, 

But I would haue thee to thinke on no ſuch things. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. And. it pleaſe your grace, the king and queen to 
morrow morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, and 
craues your company along with them. 

Hum, With all my heart; I will attend his grace. 

Come Nell, thou wilt go with vs I am ſure, 
Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before, 

As long as Gliſter beares this baſe and humble minde : 

Were I a man, and protector as he is, 

I'de reach to'th crowne, or make ſome hop headleſle. 

And being but a woman, Ile not behinde 

For playing of my part, in ſpite of all that ſeek to croſſe 
me thus : 

Who is within there ? 


Enter fir Tohn Hum. 


What ſir hn Hum, what newes with you? 

Sir Iohn. Teſus preſerue your maieſty. 

Elnor. My maieſty: why man, I am but grace. 

Sir John. I, but by the grace of God, and Hums aduice, 
Your graces ſtate ſhall be aduanc'd ere long. 

Elnor, What, haſt thou conferr'd with Margery Dourdai, 
the cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Bullenbroake and tht 
reſt ? and will they vadertake to do me good? 

Sir John. J haue madam, and they haue promiſed me to 
raiſe a ſpirit from depth of vnder ground, that ſhall tell your 
grace all queſtions you demand, 
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Elnsr. Thankes good fir Vn, 
Some two dayes hence I geſſe will fit our dme, 
Then ſee that they be heere: 
For now the king is riding to Saint Albones, 
And all the dukes and earles along with him. 
When they be gone, then ſafely may they come, 


And on the backe ſide of my orchard heere, 


There caſt their ſpelles in ſilence of the night, 
And ſo reſolue vs of the thing we wiſh ; 
Till when, drinke that for my ſake, and ſo farewell. 
| Exit Elanor, 
Sir John. Now fir [hn Hum, no words but mum, 
Seale vp your lips, for you mult ſilent be: 
Theſe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 
The dutcheſſe ſhe thinkes now that all is well, 
But I haue gold comes from another place, 
From one that hyred me to ſet her on, 
To plot theſe treaſons gainſt the king and peeres 
And that is the mighty duke of Syfolke, 
For he it is, but I muſt not ſay fo, 
That by my meanes muſt worke the dutcheſſe fall, 
Who now by coniurations thinkes to riſe. 
But whiſt ſir hn, no more of that I tro, 
For feare you loſe your head before you go. Exit. 


Enter two Petitioners, and Peter the armourers man. 


1. Petit. Come firs lets linger here abouts a while, 
Vatill my lord protector come this way, 
That we may ſhew his grace our ſeueral cauſes, 

2. Petit. I pray God ſaue the good duke . life, 
For but for him a many were vndone, 
They cannot get no ſuccour in the court. 


But fee where he comes with the queene. 
E 3 | Enter 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Enter the duke of Suffolke with the Queene, and they take hin 
for duke Humfrey, and giues him their writings. 


1. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the duke of Suffclke, 

Queene. Now good-fellows, whom would you ſpeak withal ? 

2. Petit, If it pleaſe your maieſtie with my lord protector: 
grace. 

Qu. Are your ſuits to his grace? Let vs ſee them firſt, 
Looke on them my lord of Sollte. 


Suffolke. A complaint againſt the cardinals man. 
What hath he done ? 


2. Petit. Marry my lord, he hath ſtole away my wife, 
And th'are gone together, and I know not where to finde 

them. 

Suff. Hath he ſtole thy wife? that's ſome injury indeede. 

But what ſay you ? 

Peter Thumpe. Marry ſir IJ come to tell you, that my may. 
ſter ſaide, that the duke of Yorke was true heire to the crown, 
and that the king was an vſurer. 

Queene. An vſurper thou wouldlt ſay. 

Peter. I forſooth, an vſurper. 

Queene. Didſt thou ſay the king was an vſurper ? 

Peter. No forſooth, I ſaide my maiſter ſaide ſo, th'other 
day when wee were ſcowring the duke of Yorkes armour in ou: 
garret.. -- - 

Suf. I marry, this is ſomething like, 

Who's within there ? 


Enter one or two. 


Sirra, take in this fellow, and keepe him cloſe, 
And fend out a purſeuant for his maſter ſtraight, 

Weele heere more of this thing before the king. 

| Exit with the armorers man. 

Now 


of Lok EE and LAN CAST ER. 


Now ſir, what's yours? Let me ſee it, 

What's heere ? 

A complaint againſt the duke of Sue , for encloſing the 
commons of long Mefford. 


How now ſir knaue, 
{ 1. Petit. I beſcech your grace to ꝑ ar lon me, I am but a 


meſſenger for the whole towne-ſhip, 
He teares the papers, 
Suffolke. So now ſhew your petitions to duke Humfrey. 
Villaines get you gone, and come not neere the court, 
Dare theſe peſants write againſt me thus? 
: Exit Petitioners. 
* SOueene. My lord of Syffolke you may ſee by this, 


* 6 


That ſeekes to him more then to king Henry: 

Whoſe eyes are alwaies poring on his booke, 

And nere regards the honor of his name, 

But ſtill muſt be protected like a childe, 

And gouerned by that ambitious duke, 

That ſcarſe will mooue his cap to ſpeake to vs, 

And his proud wife, high-minded Elanor, 

That ruffles it with ſuch a troope of ladies, 

As ſtrangers in the court take her for queene : 

E She beares a dukes whole renennewes on her backe. 

The other day ſhe vanted to her maides, 

That the very traine of her worſt gowne, 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any greefe of minde be like to this ? 

I tell thee Pole, when thou didſt run at tilt, 

And ſtolſt away our ladies hearts in France, 

I thought king Henry had bene like to thee, 

Or elſe thou hadſt not brought me out of France. 
Suff. Madam, content your ſelfe a little while, 

As I was cauſe of your comming into England, 

E 4 | So 


The commons loues vnto that haughty duke, . 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


So will I in England worke your full content: 
And as for proud duke Humfrey and his wife, 
J haue ſet lime-twigs that will entangle them, 
As that your grace ere long ſhall vnderſtand. 
But ſtay madame, heere comes the king. 


Enter king Henry, and the duke of Yorke and the duke of Som. 
merſet on both ſides of the king, whiſpering with him : Then 
entereth duke Humphrey, dame Elanor, the duke of Buck- 
ingham, he earle of Saliſbury, the earle of Warwicke, and 
the cardinall of Wincheſter. 


King. My lords I care not who be regent in France, or Yer: 
or Somerſet, all's one to me. 
Yorke. My lord, it Yorke haue ill demean'd himſelfe, 
Let Somerſet enioy his place, and go to Fraunce. 
Som, Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe, 
And there be made the regent ouer the French. 
Warwicke, Whomſoeuer you account worthy, 
Yorke is the worthieſt. | 
Card. Peace Warwicke, giue thy betters leaue to ſpcake. 
War. The cardnal's not my better in the fielde. 
Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 
War. And Warwicke may live to be beſt of all. 
Oueene, My lord in mine opinion, it were belt that Somer- 
ſet were regent ouer France. 
Hum. Madame, our king is olde enough himſelfe, 
To give his anſwer without your conſent. = 
Quecne. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector ouer him ſo long. 
Hum. Madam, I am but protector ore the land, 
And when it pleaſe his grace, I will reſigne my charge. 
SuFolke. Reſigne it then, for ſince thou waſt a king 
(As who is king but thee :) the common ſtate 
Doth as we ſee, all wholly go to wracke, 


And 
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And millions of treaſure hath beene ſpent. 
And as for the regentſhip of France, 
I fay Somerſet | is more worthy then Yorke, 
Yorke. Ile tell thee Suffolke why I am not worthy, 
Becauſe I cannot flatter as thou canſt. 
War. And yet the worthy deeds that Yorke hath done, 
Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 
Suf. Peace head - ſtrong Warwicke. 
War. Image of pride, wherefore ſhould I peace? 
Suf. Becauſe heere is a man accuſde of treaſon, 


Pray God the duke of Yorke do cleare himſelfe. 


Ho, bring hither the armourer and his man. 


Enter the Armourer and his man. 


If it pleaſe your grace, this fellow here, hath accuſed his maſ- 


ter of high treaſon, and his wordes were theſe : That the 


duke of Yorke was lawfull heire vnto the crowne, and that 
your grace was an vſurper. 

Yorke, I beſeech your grace let him haue what e 
the law will affoord for his villainy. 

King, Come hither fellow, didſt thou 3 theſe words? 

Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your worſhip, I neuer ſayde any 
ſuch matter, God is my witneſſe, I am falſely accuſed by this 
villen heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did ſay ſo. 

Yorke. I beſeech your grace let him haue the law. 

Armorer. Alas maſter, hang me if euer I ſpake the words. 
My accuſer is my prentice, and when I did correct him for 
his fault the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that 
he would be euen with mee: I haue good witneſſe of this, and 


therefore I beſeech your worſhip do not caſt away an honeſt 


man for a villaines accuſation. 


King. Vacle Glefter, what do you thinke of this? 
| Hum. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Hum. The law my lord is this by caſe, it reſts ſuſpitious, 
That a day of combate be appointed, : 
And there to try each others right or wrong, 
With Eben ſtaues and ſandbags, combatting 
In Smithfield, before your royall maieſty. Exit Humtrey, 
Armour. And I accept the combate willingly. 
Peter. Alaſſe my lord, I am not able for to fight. 
Suf. You mult either fight ſirra, or elſe be hang'd : 
Go take them hence againe to priſon. Exit with them. 


The Queene lets fall her gloue, and hits the dutcheſſe of Gloſter, 


a boxe on the care. 


Queene. Giue me my gloue. Why minion can you not ſee ? 


: Shee flrikes her, 
I cry you mercy madam, I did miſtake, 


I did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman ? 
Could I come neere your dainty viſage with my nayles, 
I'de ſet my ten command'ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle aunt, 
It was againſt her will. 

Elnor. Againſt her will. Good king ſhee'll dandle thee, 
If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul'd by her, 
But let it reſt : as ſure as I do liue, 
She ſhall not ſtrike dame E/nor vnreueng'd. 

Exit Elnor, 

King. Beleene me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
I would not for a thouſand pounds of gold, 
My noble vnckle had beene heere in place. 


Enter duke Humfrey. 


But ſee where he comes: I am glad he met her not. 
Vakle Gloſter, what anſwer makes your grace, 
Concerning our regent for the realme of France, 


Whom thinkes your grace is meeteſt for to ſend. 
Hum, 
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Hum. My gracious lord, then this is my reſolue, 
For that theſe words the armourer ſhould ſpeake, 
Doth breede ſuſpition on the part of Yorke, 
Let Somerſet be regent ore the French, 
Till trials made, and Yorke may cleare himſelfe. 
King. Then be it ſo, my lord of Semer/et, 
We make your grace regent ouer the French, 
And to defend our right 'gainſt forraine foes, 
And ſo do good vnto the realme of France. 
Make haſt my lord, tis time that you were gone, 
The time of truce is I thinke full expir'd. 
Somer. I humbly thanke your royall maieſty, 
And take my leaue to poſte with ſpeed to France. 
Exit Somerſet. 
King. Come vnkle Gloſter, now let's haue our horſe, 
For we will to Saint Albones preſently, 
Madam your hawke they ſay is ſwift of flight, 
And we will try how ſhe will flye to day, Exit omnes. 
Enter Elanor, with fir Tohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a 
Coniurer, and Margery Iourdaine a witch. 


Elnor. Heere fir Ihn, take this ſcrole of paper here, 
Wherein is writ the queſtions you ſhall aſke, 
And I will ſtand vpon this tower -heere, 
And heare the ſpirit what it ſayes to you: 
And to my queſtions, write the anſwers downe. 
She goes up to the Tower. 
Sir John. Now firs begin, and caſt your ſpels about, 
And charme the fiendes for to obey your wils, 
And tell dame Elnor of the thing ſhe aſkes, 
Witch, Then Roger Bullenbrocke about thy taſke, 
And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 
Whilſt I thereon all proſtrate on my face, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Do talke and whiſper with the diuels below, 
And coniure them for to obey my will. 
Shee lyes downe vpon her face, 
Bullenbrooke makes a circle, 
Bullen. Darke night, dread night, the ſilence of the night 
Wherein the furies maſke in helliſh troupes, 
Send vp I charge you from Seſetus lake, 
The ſpirit Aſcalon to come to mee, 
To pierce the bowels of this centricke earth, 
And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 
Aſcalon, aſſenda, aſſenda. 


9 


It thunders and lightens, and then the Spirite riſeth vp. 


Spirit. Now Bullenbrocke what wouldſt thou haue me doe 
Bullen. Firſt of the king, what ſhall become of him? 
Spirit. The duke yet liues, that Henry ſhall depoſe, 
But him out-live, and dye a violent death. 
Bullen. What fate awaites the duke of Suffolke. 
Sbirit. By water ſhall he die, and take his end. 
Bullen. What ſhall betide the duke of Somerſet. 
Spirit, Let him ſhun caſtles, ſafer ſhall he be vpon the 
ſandy plaines, then where caſtles mounted ſtand : 
Now queſtion me no more, for I muſt hence againe. 
He ſinkes downe againe, 
Bullen. Then downe I ſay, vnto the damned poole, 
Where Pluto in his fiery waggon ſits, 
Riding amidſt the ſindg'd and parched ſmoakes, 
The rode of Dytas by the riuer Stix: 
There howle and burne for euer in thoſe flames, 
Riſe ſourdaine riſe, and ſtay thy charming ſpels. 
Zounds, we are betraide. 


Enter the duke of Yorke, and the duke of Buckingham, and others. 


Yorke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 


This time was well watcht. What madame are you there ! 
| This 
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of Yorke and LANCASTER. j 

This will be great credit for your huſband, 0 
That you are plotting treaſon thus with coniurers, 9 
The king ſhall haue notice of this thing. ja 
Exit Elnor aboue. j 


Buck. See heere my lord, what the dinell hath writ. 1 


Yorke. Giue it me my lord, Ile ſhew it to the king: 

Go ſirs, ſee them faſt lockt in priſon. 
Exit with them. 

Bucking. My lord, I pray you let me go poſte vato the king, 
Vnto S. Albones, to tell this newes. 

Yorke. Content. Away then, about it ſtraight, 

Buck. Farewell my lord. Exit Buckingham, 

Yorke. Whoſe within there ? 


— — —— — — — 


Enter one. | 

One. My lord. a 
Yorke. Sirrah, go will the earles of Salſbury and Warwick 's 
to ſup with me to night. Exit Yorke. 1 
One. I will my lord. 5 - i 

if 

Enter the King and Queene with her hawke on her fiſt, and ' f 
duke Humfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardinall, as if they i 
came from hawking. | 
Queene. My lord, how did your grace like this laſt flight ? i 
But as I caſt her off the winde did riſe, 1 
And twas ten to one, old [one had not gone out. | | 
King. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, ii 
Euen in theſe filly creatures of his hands, " 
Vnkle Gloſter, how hye your hawke did ſore, [ 
And on a ſodaine ſouc'd the partridge downe. 1 
Suff. No maruell if it pleaſe your maieſty, þ vo 
My lord protectors hawkes do towre fo well, # * 
They know their maſter ſores a faulcons pitch. 3 
Hum, 1 
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Hum. Faith my lord, it's but a baſe minde, 
That ſores no higher than a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your grace would be aboue the clouds. 

Hum. I my lord cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly to heaven. 

Card. Thy heauen is on earth, thy words and thought: 
beate on a crowne, proud protector, dangerous peere, to 
fmoothe it thus with king and commonwealth. 

Hum. How now my lord, why this is more then needs, 
church men ſo hot ? Good vnckle can you do't. 

Suf. Why not, hauing ſo good a quarrell, and ſo bad a 
cauſe ? 

Hum. As how, my lord. 

Suf. As you, my lord, and t'lke your lordly lades pro- 
teCtorſhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowes thy inſolence. 

Oueene. And thy ambition Glofter. 

King. Ceaſe gentle queene, and whette not on theſe furious 
lords to wrath, for bleſſed are the peace-makers on earth, 

Card. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 

Againſt this proud protector with my ſword. 

Hum. Faith holy vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card, Even when thou dar'ſt. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee prieſt, Plantagenets could neuer 
brook the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenet as well as thou, and ſonne to Ihn 
of Gaunt. 

Hum, In baſtardy. 

Card. I ſcorne thy words. 

Hum. Make vppe no factious numbers, but even in thine 
owne perſon meete me at the eaſt end of the groue. 

Card. Here's my hand, I will. 

King. Why how now lords ? 
Card, 
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Card. Faith coſin Gloſter, had not your man caſt off fo 
ſoone, we had had more ſport to day, come with thy ſword 
and buckler. 

Hum. Gods mother prieſt ile ſhaue your crowne. 


Card. Protector, protect thy ſelfe well. 
King. The winde growes high, ſo doth your choller lords, 


Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle, 


How now? Now firra, what miracle is it? 
One. And it pleaſe your grace, there is a man that came 
blind to S. Albones, and hath receiued his ſight at the ſhrine, 
King. Go fetch him hether, that we may glorifie the Lord 
with him. 


Enter the maior of Saint Albones, and his brethren, with mu- 


icke, bearing the man that had bene blind between tus in a 
chaire. 


King. Thou happy man, giue God eternall praiſe, 
For he it is that thus hath helped thee: | 
Where waſt thou borne ? 
Poore man. At Barwicke pleaſe your maieſty in the north, 
Hum. At Barwicke, and come thus farre for helpe. 
Poore man. I fir, it was told me in my ſleepe, 
That ſweete Saint Albones ſhould giue me my ſight againe. 
Hum, What are lame too? 
P. man. 1 indeede fir, God helpe me. 
Hum. How camſt thou lame? 
P. man. With falling off a plum tree. 
Hum. Wert thou blind and would climb plumtrees? 
P. man. Neuer but once ſir in all my life, 
My wife did long for plummes. 
Hum. But tell me, wert thou borne blinde? 


P. man. I truly ir, 
Woman 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blinde, 

Hum. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadſt thou beene his mother, 

Thou couldſt haue better tolde. | 
Why let me ſee, I thinke thou canſt not ſee yet. 

P. man. Yes truly maſter, as cleare as day. 

Hum. Sayſt thou fo : what colour's his cloake ? 

P. man. Red maſter, as red as blood. 

Hum. And his cloake ? 

P. man. Why that's greene. 

Hum. And what colour's his hoſe ? 

P. man. Yellow maſter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour's my gowne ? 

P. man, Blacke fir, as blacke as iet. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour iet is on. 

Suf. And yet I thinke jet did he neuer ſee. 

Hum. But clokes and gowns ere this day many a one. 
But tell me firra, what's my name ? 

P. man. Alas maſter I know not. 

Hum. What's his name ? 

P. man. I know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? | 

P. man, No truly ſir. 

Hum. Nor his name? 

P. man. No indeede maſter. 

Hum. Whats thine owne name ? 

P. man. Sander, and it pleaſe you maiſter, 

Hum. Then Sander ſit there, the lyingeſt knaue in chriſten- 
dom. If thou hadſt bene borne blinde, thou mightſt aſwel 
haue knowne all our names, as thus to name the ſeuerall co- 
lours wee do weare. Sight may diſtinguiſh of colours, but 
ſodainly to nominate them all, it is impoſſible. My lords, S. 
Albones hecre hath done a miracle, and would you not thinke 
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his cunning to bee great, that could reſtore this cripple to his 


legs againe. 
P. man. O maſter I would you could. 


Hum. My maſters of S. Albones, 
Haue you not beadles in your towne, 
And things call'd whippes ? 
Mayor. Yes my lord, if it pleaſe your grace, 
Hum. Then ſend for one preſently. 
Maior. Sirra, go fetch the beadle hither ſtraight. 
Exit one, 
Hum, Now fetch me a ſtoole hither by and by. 
Now, ſirra, if you meane to ſaue your ſelfe from whipping, 
Leape me ouer this ſtoole, and runne away. 


Enter a Beadle. 


P. Alas maſter I am not able to ſtand alone, 
You go about to torture me in vaine. 
Hum. Well fir, we muſt haue you finde your legges. 
Sirra beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that ſame ſtoole. 
Beadle. I will my lord, come on ſirra, off with your dou- 
blet quickly. 


Poore man. Alas maſter what ſhall I do, I am not able to 
ſtand. 


After the beadle hath hit him one ierke, he leapes ouer the floole, 


and runnes away, and they run after him, crying a my- 
racle, a myracle. 


Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and 
whipte through euery market towne till he comes at Bar- 
wicke where he was borne, 

Maior. It ſhall be done my lord. Exit Mayor. 

Syf. My lord protector hath done wonders to day, 

He hath made the blinde to fee, and halt to goe. 
VoL. III. F Humph: 
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Humph. I, but you did greater wonders, whe you made 
whole dukedomes flye in a day. 
Witneſſe France. 
King. Haue done I ſay, and let me heare no more of that. 


Enter the duke of Buckingham, 


What newes brings duke Humfrey of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Ill newes for ſome my lord, and this it is, 

That proud dame Elncr our protectors wife, 

Hath plotted treaſons gainſt the king and peeres, 

By witchcrafts, ſorceries, and coniurings, 

Who by ſuch meanes did raiſe a ſpirit vp, 

To tell her what hap ſhould betide the ſtate, 

But ere they had finiſht their dinelliſh drift, 

By Yorke and my ſelfe they were all ſurprizde, 

And heeres the anſwere the diuell did make to them. 
King. Firſt of the king, what ſhall become of him? 
Reads. The duke yet lines, that Henry ſhall depoſe, 

Yet him out-liue, and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awairs the duke of Suffolke ? 

By water ſhall he die and take his end. 

Suffclke. By water muſt the duke of Syfolke die? 

It muſt be ſo, or elſe the diuell doth lie. 

King. Let Somer/et ſhun caſtles, 

For ſafer ſhall he be vpon the ſandy plaines, 

Then where caſtles mounted ſtand. 

Card. Heeres good ſtuffe, how now my lord protector, 

This newes I thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

[ am in doubt youle ſcarſely keepe your promiſe. 
Humph Forbeare ambitious prelate to vrge my greefe, 

And pardon me my gracious foueraigne, 

For heere I ſweare vnto your maieſty, 

That I am guiltleſſe of theſe hainous crimes 


Which 
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Which my ambitious wife hath falſly done, 

And for ſhe would betray her ſoueraigne lord, 

I heere renounce her from my bed and boord, 

And leave her open for the law to iudge, 

Vnleſſe ſhe cleare her ſelfe of this foule deed. 
King. Come my lords, this night weele lodge in S. Albones, 

And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoſt of theſe treaſons forth, 

Come vnckle Glz/ter along with vs, 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent, Exit omnes. 


Enter the duke of Yorke, and the earles of Saliſbur and War- 
wicke. 


Yorke. My lords, our ſimple ſupper ended thus, 
Let me reueale vnto your honors heere, 
The right and title of the houſe of Yorke 
To Englands crowne by lineall deſent. 
War. Then Yorke begin, and if thy claime be good, 
The Neuils are thy ſubiects to command, 
Yorke. Then thus my lords, 
Edward the third had ſeuen ſonnes, 
The firſt was Edward the blacke prince, 
Prince of Wales. 
The ſecond was William of Hatfield, 
Who dyed young. 
The third was Lyonell, duke of Clarence. 
The fourth was Jon of Gaunt, 
The duke of Lancaſter. 


The fift was Edmund of Langley, 
Duke of Yorke. 


The ſixt was William of Windfore, 

Who dyed young. | 

The ſeauenth and laſt was fr Thomas of Moodſtocte, duke of 
Yorke. 


F 3 Now 
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Now Edward the blacke prince dyed before his father, leau- 
ing behinde him two ſonnes, Edward borne at Angoleſine, who 
died young, and Richard that was after crowned king, by the 
name of Richard the ſecond, who dyed without an heyre. 

Lyonell duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only daugh. 
ter, named Phillis, who was married to Edmund Mortimer 
earle of March and Viſter: and ſo by her I claime the crowne, 
as the true heire to Lyonell duke of Clarence, third ſonne to 
Edward the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigne, Hen. 
ry of Bullingbroote, ſonne and heire to John of Gaunt, the 
duke of Lancaſter fourth ſonne to Edward the third, he claim. 
ed the crowne, depoſd the merthfull king, and as both you 
know, in Pomfret caſtle harmeleſſe Richard was ſhamefully 
murthered, and ſo by Richards death came the houſe of Lan- 
caſter vnto the crowne. 

Sal. Saving your tale my lord, as I have heard 1 in the reigne 
oft Bullenbroocke, the duke of Yorke did claime the crowne, and 
but for Owen Clendour had bene king. 

Yorke. True: but ſo it fortuned then, by meanes of that 
monſtrous rebell Glendour, the noble duke of Yorke was putte 
to death, and ſo euer ſince the heires of hn of Gaunt haue 
poſſeſſed the crowne. But if the iſſne of the elder ſhould 
ſucceed before the iſſue of the younger, then am I lawfull 
heire vnto the kingdome. 

WWarwicke. What proceedings can be more plaine, he claimes 
it from Lyonell duke of Clarence, the third ſonne to Edward 
the third, and Henry from John of Gaunt the fourth ſonne. 
So that till Lionels iſſue failes, his ſhould not reigne. It fayles 
not yet, but flouriſheth in thee and in thy ſonnes, brave (lips 
of ſuch a ſtocke. Then noble father, kneele we both tore- 
ther, and in this priuate place, be we the firſt to honour hin 
with birth - right to the crowne. 

Both, Long liue Richard Englands royall king. 

| IS Yorks. 
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| Yorke. I thanke you both. But lords I am not your king, 
vntil this ſword be ſheathed euen in the hart blood of the houſe 
of Lancaſter. 

War. Then Yorke adviſe thy ſelfe, and take thy time, 
Claime thou the crowne, and ſet thy ſtandard vp, 
And in the ſame aduance the milke-white roſe, 


And then to guard it, will I rowſe the beare, 


Enuiron'd with ten thouſand ragged ſtaues, 
To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 
Mauger the proudeſt lord of Henries blood, 
That dares deny the right and claime of Yorke, 
For why, my minde preſageth I ſhall live 
To ſee the noble duke of Yorke to be a king. 
Yorke. Thanks noble Warwicke, and Yorke doth hope to ſee, 
The earle of Warwicke live, to bee the greateſt man in Eng- 
land but the king. Come lets goe. Exit omnes. 


Enter king Henry and the Queene, duke Humfrey, the duke of 
Suffolke, and the duke of Buckingham, the Cardinall, and 
dame Elnor Cobham, led with the officers, and then enter 
to them the duke of Yorke, and, the earles of Saliſbury and 
Warwicke, 


King. Stand forth dame Elnor Cobham dutches of Glofter, 
and heare the ſentence pronounced againſt thee for theſe trea- 
ſons, that thou haſt committed againſt vs, our ſtate and peeres. 

Firſt for thy hainous crime, thou ſhalt two dayes in Lon- 
don do pennance barefoot in the ſtreetes, with a white ſheete 
about thy body, and a waxe taper burning in thy hand. 
That done, thou ſhalt be baniſhed for euer into the e of Man, 
there to end thy wretched daies ; and this is our ſentence irre- 
uocable. Away with her. 

Elnor. Even to my death, for I haue liued too long. 
Exit ſome with Elnor. 
F 3 | King, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Ring. Greeue not noble vnckle, but be thou glad, 
In that theſe treaſons thus are come to light, 
Leaſt God had pourde his vengeance on thy head, 
| For her offences that thou heldſt ſo deare. 
| Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leaue a while, 
| To leaue your grace, and to depart away, 
For ſorrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart, 
And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to ſwell, 
And therefore good my lord, let me depart. 
King. With all my hart good vnckle, whe you pleaſe 
Yet ere thou goeſt, Humfrey reſigne thy ſtaffe, 
For Henry will be no more protected, 
The lord ſhall be my guide both for my land and me. 
Hum. My ſtaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all, 
My ſtaffe, I yeelde as willing to be thine, 
As ere thy noble father made it mine: 
And euen as willing at thy feete I leane it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receiue it, 
And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne, 
King. Vnckle Gloſter, ſtand vp and go in peace, 
No leſſe belou'd of vs, then when 
Thou wert protector ouer this my land. Exit Gloſter. 
Queene. Take vp the ſtaffe, for heere it ought to ſtand, 
Where ſhould it be, but in king Henries hand? 
Yorke. Pleaſe it your maieſtie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the armourer and his man, my lord, 
And they are ready when your grace doth pleaſe. 
King. Then call them forth that they may try their rights. 


Enter at one doore the. Armourer and his Neighbours, drinking 
to him ſo much that he is drunken, and he enters with a drum 
before him, and his flaffe with a ſandbag faſtened to it, and 
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at the other doore his man with a drum and ſandbag, and 
Prentiſes drinking to him, 


1 Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a 
| cup of ſacke; and feare not neighbor, you ſhall do well 
enough. 
2 Neigh. And here neighbor, here's a cup of charneco. 
3 Neigh. Here's a pot of good double beere, neighbor 
drinke and be merry, and feare not your man. | 
Arm, Let it come, yfaith Ile pledge you all, 
And a figge for Peter. 
1 Pren, Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not affraid. 
2 Pren. Here Peter, here's a pinte of claret wine for thee, 
3 Pren. And here's a quart for me, and be merry Peter, 
And feare not thy maſter, fight for credit of the prentiſes. 
Peter. I thanke you all, but Ile drinke no more: 
Heere Robin, and if I dye, heere I give thee my hammer, 
And Will thou ſhalt haue my aperne : and heere Tom, 
Take all the money that I haue. 
O lord bleſſe me I pray God, for I am neuer able to deale 
with my maſter, he hath learn'd ſo much fence already. 
Salis. Come leauœ your drinking, and fall to blowes. 
Sirra, What's thy name ? 
Pet. Peter forſooth. 
Salſ. Peter: what more? 
Pet. Thumpe. 
Salſ.. Thumpe, then ſee that thou thumpe thy maiſter. 
Arm. Here's to thee neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde; for 
I am came hither as it were of my mans inſtigation, to proue 
my ſelfe an honeſt man, and Peter a knaue: and ſo haue at 
you Peter with downright blowes, as Beuis of South-hampton 
fell vppon Aſcapart. 
Pet. Law you now, I told you hee's in his fence already. 
Alarmes, Peter bits him on the head and felt him. 
F 4 Arm. 
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Arm. Hold Peter, I confeſſe, treaſon, treaſon, He dies, 
Pet. O God I giue thee praiſe. He neels downe, 
Pren. Ho well done Peter. God ſaue the king. 
King. Go take hence that traitor from our ſight, 
For by his death we do perceiue his guilt, 
And God in juſtice hath reueal'd to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 
Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward, Exit omnes. 


Enter duke Humfrey and his men, in mourning cloakes, 


Hum. Sirra, what's a clocke ? 
Seruing. Almoſt ten my lord. 
Hum. Then is that wofull houre hard at hand, 
That my poore lady ſhould come by this way, 
In ſhamefull penance wandering in the ſtreets, 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abiect people gazing on thy face, 
With enuious lookes laughing at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud charior wheeles, 
When thou didſt ride in triumph through the ſtreetes. 


Enter dame Elnor Cobham bare-foote, and a white ſbeete about 
her, with a waxe candle in her hand, and verſes written 
on her backe and pind on, and accompanied with the ſherifes 


of London, and fir Iohn Standly, and officers, with bils 
and holbards. 


Seruing. My gracious lord, ſee wher my lady comes, 
Pleaſe it your grace, weele take her from the ſheriffes ? 
Hump, I charge you for your lives ſtir not a foote, 
Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere, 
But let them do their office as they ſhould. 
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- - of Yorke and Lancasrter: 
Elnor. Come you my lord to ſee my open ſhame ? 


Ah Gloſter, now thou doſt penance too, 


See how the giddy people looke at thee, 
Shaking their heads, and pointing at thee heere, 
Go get thee gone, and hide thee from their ſights, 
And in thy pent vp ſtudy rue my ſhame, 
And ban thine enemies. Ah mine and thine. 
Hum. Ah Nell, ſweet Nell, forget this extreme griefe, 
And beare it patiently to eaſe thy heart. 
Elnor. Ah Glefter, teach me to forget my ſelfe, 
For whilſt I thinke I am thy wedded wife, 
The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart. 
The ruthleſſe flints do cut my tender feete, 
And when I ſtart, the cruell people laugh, 
And bids me be aduiſed how I tread, 
And thus with burning tapor in my hand, 
Malde vp in ſhame, with papers on my backe, 
Ah Glfter, can I endure this and live ? 
Sometime Ile ſay I am duke Humphreys wife, 
And he a prince, protector of the land, 
But ſo he rulde, and: ſuch a prince he was, 
As he ſtood by, whillt I his fore-lorne dutcheſſe 


Was led with ſhame, and made a laughing ſtocke, 


To euery idle raſcald follower. 
 Humfrey. My lovely Nell, what wouldſt thou haue me do? ? 
Should I attempt to reſcue thee from hence, 


T ſhould incurre the danger of the law, 


And thy diſgrace would not be ſhaddowed ſo. 
Elnor. Be thou milde, and ſtir not at my diſgrace, 
Vatill the axe of death hang ore thy head, 
As ſhortly ſure it will. For Suffolke he, 
The new made duke, that may do all in all 
With her that loues him ſo, and hates vs all, 


And impious Yorke, and Beuford that falſe prieſt, 
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Haue all lymde buſhes to betray thy wings, 
And flye thou how thou canſt, they will entangle hi 


Enter a Herald of armes. 


Herald. 1 ſummon your grace vnto his highnes parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds-bury, the firſt of the next month. 
Hum. A parliament, and aur conſent neuer craude 
Therein before. This i — — | 
Well, we will be there, Exit Herald, 
Maſter ſheriffe, I pray proceede no further againſt my 
Lady, then the courſe of law extends. 
Sher. Pleaſe it your grace, my office here doth end, 
And I muſt deliver her to fir ohn Stanly, 
To be conducted into the e of Man. 
Humfrey, Muſt you ſir John conduct my lady? 
Standly. I my gracious lord, for ſo it is decreed, 
And I am ſo commanded by the king. 
Humph. I pray you fir John, vie her nere the worſe, 
In that J intreate you to vie her well. 
The world may {mile againe, and I may liue 
To do you fauour, if you do it her, 
And fo fir hn farewell. 
Elnor. What gone my lord, and bid not me farewel 
Humph. Witneſſe my bleeding heart, I cannot ſtay to ſpeake, 
Exit Humfrey and his men. 
Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glgſter gone, 
And doth duke Humfrey now forſake me too! 
Then let me haſte from out faire Englands bounds, 
Come Standly come, and let vs haſte away. 
Standly. Madam let's go vato ſome houſe heereby, 
Where you may ſhift your ſelfe before we go. 
| Elnor. Ah good fir John, my ſhame cannot be hid, 


Nor put away with caſting off my ſheete ; 


But 
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But come let us go, maſter ſheriffe farewell, 
Thou haſt but done thy office as thou ſhouldſt, 
Exit omnes 


Enter to the parliament. 


Enter two Heralds before, then the duke of Buckingham, the 
duke of Suffolke, and then the duke of Yorke, and the car- 
dinall of Wincheſter, and then the King and the Queene, 
and then the earle of Saliſbury, and the earle of Warwicke, 


King. I wonder our vnkle Glefter ſtayes ſo long. 

Qucene. Can you not ſee? or will you not perceiue, 
How that ambitious duke doth vie himſelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is paſt, 
That none ſo humble as duke Humfrey was : 
But now let one meete him euen in the morne, - 
When euery one will giue the time of day, 

Yet he will neither moue nor ſpeake to vs, 

| See you not how the commons follow him 

In troopes, crying, God ſaue the good duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were their king? 

Glefter is no little man in England, 

And if he liſt to ſtirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My lord, if you imagine there is no ſuch thing, 
Then let it paſſe, and call't a womans feare. 
My lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Yorke, 
Diſproue my allegations if you can, 

And by your ſpeeches, if yay can reproue me, 

I will ſubſcribe and ſay, I wrong'd the duke. 
Su. Well hath your grace foreſeene into that duke, 
And if I had beene licenc'd firſt to ſpeake, 
| thinke I ſhould haue told your graces tale. 


Smooth runnes the brooke, whereas the ſtreame is deepeſt. 
| No, 
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No, no, my ſoueraigne, Glgſter is a man 
Vnſounded yet, and full of deepe deceite. 


Enter the duke of Somerſet. 


King. Welcome lord Somerſet, what newes from France ? 
Somer. Cold newes my lord, and this it is. 
That all your holds and townes within thoſe territories 
Is overcome my lord ; all is loſt. 
King. Cold newes indeede lord Somerſet, 
But Gods will bee done. 
Yorke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France, 
Euen as I haue of fertile England. 


Enter duke Humfrey. 


Hum. Pardon my liege, that I haue ſtaide fo long. 
Suf. Nay Gloſter know, that thou art come too ſoone, 
Vnleſſe thou proue more loyall then thou art, 
We do arreſt thee on high treaſon heere. 
Hum. Why Suffolkes duke thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my countenance for thine arreſt 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accuſers ? 


Yorke. Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from 
Frace, 


And ſtopt the ſoldiers of their pay, 
Through which his maieſty hath loſt all France. 


Hum. Is it but thought ſo? And who are they that thinke 
ſo ? 


So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 
Euer intending good for England till, 

That perry that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againſt me at the indgement day, 
I neuer rob'd the ſoldiers of their pay, 

Many a pound of mine owne proper coſt 


Haue 
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Haue I ſent ouer for the ſoldiers wants, 
Becauſe I would not racke the needie commons. 
Car. In your proteQtorſhip you did deviſe 
Strange torments for offenders, by which meanes 
England hath beene defam'd by tyrannie. 
Hum. Why tis well knowne, that whilſt I was protector 
Pitty was all the fault that was in me: 
'A murtherer or foule felonious theefe, 
That robs and murders filly paſſengers, 
I torturd aboue the rate of common law. 
Suff. Tuſh my lord, theſe be things of no account, 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 
I do arreſt thee on high treaſon heere, 
And commit thee to my good lord cardinall, : 
Vatill ſuch time as thou canſt cleare thy ſelfe. 
King. Good vnckle obey to his arreſt, 
I haue no doubt but thou ſhalt cleare thy ſelfe, 
My conſcience tels me thou art innocent, 
Hum. Ah gracious Henry, theſe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end theſe miſeries, 
And ſtay their moodes for good king Henries ſake. 
But I am made the prologue to their play, 
And thouſands more mult follow after me. 
That dreads not yet their lives deſtruction. 
Suffolkes hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes ſhewes his enuious minde, 
. Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts, 
And dogged Yorke that leuels at the moone, 
Whoſe ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 
All you haue ioyn'd to betray me thus: 
And you my gracious lady and foncraigne miſtreſſe, 
Cauſleſſe haue laid complaints vpoa my head, 
I ſhall not want falſe witneſſes enough, 
That fo amongſt you, you may haue my life. 
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The prouerbe no doubt will be perform'd, 

A ſtaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Suff. Doth he not twit our ſoneraigne lady here, 

As if that ſne with ignominious wrong, 

Had ſuborn'd or hired ſome to ſweare apainſt his life. 
Br. But I can giue the loſer leane to ſpeake. 
Hum. Far truer ſpoke then meant, I loſe indeed, 

Beſhrew the winners hearts, they play me falſe. 
Buck. Heele wreſt the ſence, and keepe vs here al day 

My lord of Wincheſter, ſee him ſent away. 

Car. Who's within there? Take in duke Humfrey, 

And ſee him garded ſure within my houſe. 

Hum. Oh, thus king Henry caſts away his crouch, 

Before his legs can beare his body vp, 

And puts his watchfull ſhepheard from his fide, 

Whilſt wolues ſtand ſnarring who ſhall bite him firſt, 

Farwell my ſoueraigne, long mayſt thou enioy 

Thy fathers happy daies, free from annoy. 

Exit Humfrey with the Cardinals men. 
King. My lords, what to your wiſdoms ſhal ſeem beſt 

Do and vndo as if our ſelfe were heere. 

Qu. What, wil your highneſſe leave the parlament? 
King. I Margaret, My heart is kild with griefe, 

Wheere I may ſit and ſigh in endleſſe mone, 

For who's a traitor, Glaſter he is none. 

Exit King, Saliſbury and Warwicke. 
Qu. Then ſit we downe againe my lord cardinall, 

Suffolke, Buckingham, Yorke and Somerſet. 

Let vs conſult of proud duke Humfries fall, 

In mine opinion it were good he dide, 


Suf. And fo thinke I madam, for as you know, 
If our king Henry had ſhooke hands with death, 
Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our king : 
And it may be by pollicie he workes, 
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To bring to paſſe the thing which now we doubt, 
The foxe barkes not when he would ſteale the lamb, 
But if we take him ere he do the deed, 
We ſhould not queſtion if that he ſhould liue. 

Yorke. No, let him die, in that he is a fox, 
Leaſt that in living he offend vs more, 

Car. Then let him die before the commons know, 
For feare that they do riſe in armes for him. 

Yorke. Then do it ſodainly my lords. 

Suff. Let that be my lord cardinals charge and mine. 

Car. Agreed, for hee's already kept within my houſe. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Qu. How now firrha, what newes ? 
Meſſen. Madame, I bring you newes from Ireland, 
The wilde Onele my lords, is vp in armes, 
With troupes of Iriſb Kernes, that vncontroulde 
Doth plant themſelues within the Engliſh pale. 
And burnes and ſpoiles the country as they go. 
Qu. What redrefſe ſhall we haue for this, my lords? 
Yorke, Twere good that my lord of Somerſet 
That fortunate champion were ſent ouer, 
To keepe in awe the ſtubborne 1riſhmen, 
He did ſo much good when he was in France. 
Somer. Had Yorke bene there with all his farre fetcht 
Pollicies, he might haue loſt as much as J. 
Yorke. I, for Yorke would haue loſt his life, before 
That France ſhould haue reuolted from Englands rule. 
Somer. I ſo thou mightſt, and yet haue gouern'd worſe then I. 
Yorke, What worſe then naught ? then a ſhame take all. 
Somer. Shame on thy ſelfe, that wiſheth ſhame. 
Oueene. Somerſet forbeare, good Yerke be patient, 
And do thou take in hand to croſle the ſeas, 
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With troopes of armed men, to quell the pride 

Of thoſe ambitious 1ri/þ that rebell. 
Yorke. Well madame, fith your grace is ſo content, 

Let me haue ſome bandes of choſen ſoldiers, 

And Yorke ſhall trie his fortunes *gainſt thoſe Kernes. 
Qucene. Yorke thou ſhalt. My lord of Buckingham, 

Let it be it your charge to muſter vp ſuch ſoldiers 

As ſhall ſuffice him in theſe needful warres. 
Buck. Madame I will, and lenie ſuch a band 

As ſoone ſhall ouercome thoſe Jriſb rebels. 

But Yorke, where ſhall thoſe ſoldiors ſtay for thee ? 
Yorke, At Briſtow, T'le expect them ten daies hence. 
Buck. Then thither ſhall they come, and fo farwell. 


Exit Buck, 
Torte. Adieu my lord of Buckingham. 


Queene. Suffolke, remember what you haue to do. 
And you lord cardinall, concerning duke Humfrey. 
T'were good that you did ſee to it in time, 
Come let vs go, that it may be perform'd. 
Exit omnes, manet Yorke. 
Yorke, Now Yorke bethinke thy ſelfe, and rouze thee vp, 
Take time whilſt it is offered thee ſo faire, 
Leaſt when thou wouldſt, thou canſt it not attaine, 
T'was mea I lackt, and now they giue them me, 
And now whilſt I am buſie in Ireland, 
I have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kenti/hman, 
Tohn Cade of Aſbford, 
Vnder the title of John Mortimer, 
For he is like him euery kinde of way) 
To raiſe commotion, and by that meanes 
1 ſhall perceive how the common people 
Do affect the claime and houſe of Yorke, 
Then if he haue ſucceſſe in his affaires, 
From Ireland then comes Yorke againe, 


To reape the harueſt which that coyſtrill ſowed, 5 
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Now if he ſhould be taken and condemn'd, 

Hee'l nere confeſſe that I did ſet him on, 

And therefore ere I go Ile ſend him word, 

To put in practiſe and to gather head, 

That ſo ſoone as I am gone he may begin 

To riſe in armes with troopes of country ſwaines, 

To helpe him to performe this enterprize. 

And then duke Humfrey, he well made away, 

None then can ſtop the light to Englands crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 
Exit Yorke, 


Then the curtaines being drawne, duke Humfrey is diſcouered 
in his bed, and two men lying on his breft, and ſmothering 
him in his bed, And then enter the duke of Suffolke to them. 


Suff. How now firs, what haue you diſpatcht him! 2 

One. I my lord, hee's dead I warrant you. 

Suff. Then ſee the cloathes laid ſmoothe about him till, 
That when the king comes, he may perceiue 
No other, but that he dide of his owne accord. 

2. All things is handſome now my lord, 

Sf. Then draw the curtaines againe and get you gon, 
And you ſhall haue your firme reward anon. 

Exit murtherers. 


Enter the King and Queene, the duke of Buckingham, and the 
duke of Somerſet, and the Cardinall. 


King. My lord of Suffolke go call our vakle Glefter, 
Tell him this day we will that he do cleere himſelfe. 
Suffolke. I will my lord. Exit Suffolke. 
K. And good my lords proceed no further *gainſt our vnckle, 
Then by iuſt proofe you can affirme : 
VorL, III. G For 
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For as the ſucking childe or harmleſſe lambe, 
So is he innocent of treaſon to our ſtate. 


Enter Suffolke. 


How now Suffelke, where's our vnckle ? 
Suffolke. Dead in his bed, my lord of Claſters dead. 
The King Vals in a fend. 
Queene. Aye me, the king is dead: helpe, helpe, my lords. 
Si,. Comfort my lord, gracious Henry comfort. 
King. What doth my lord of Sale bid me comfort ? 
Came he euen now to ſing a rauens note, 
And thinkes he that the cherping of a wren, 
By crying comfort through a hollow voyce, 
Can ſatisfie my greefes, or caſe my heart? 
Thou baletull meſſenger out of my ſight, 
For euen in thine eye-bals murther ſits: 
Yet do not goe, Come baſiliſke 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. | 
Queen. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolke thus, 
As if that he had cauſd duke Humfries death? 
The duke and I too you know were enemies, 
And y'had beſt ſay that I did murther him. 
King, Ah woe is me for wretched Claſlers death. 
Qu. Be woe for me more wretched then he was: 
What doſt thou turne away and hide thy ſace | ? 
I am no loathſome leaper, looke on me. 
Was I for this nigh wrackt vpon the ſea, 
And thrice by aukward wings driuen back fro Englads bounds ! 
What might it bode, bur that well foretelling 
Winds ſaid, Seeke not a ſcorpions neſt, 


Enter 
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Enter the carles of Warwicke and Saliſbury. 


War. My lord, the commons like an hungry hiue of bees, 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they ſting, 
For good duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Sufo/ke and the Cardinall heere. 

King. That he is dead good Warwzcke, is too true, 
But how he dyed God knowes, not Henry. 

War. Enter his priuy chamber my lord, and view the body. 
Good father ſtay yon with the rude multitude, till I returne. 


Saliſb. I will ſonne. | Exit Saliſtury. 


Warwicke drawes the curtaines, and ſbeues duke Humfrey 
in his bed, 


King, Ah vnkle Glofter, heauen receive thy ſoule, 
Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone. 


War. Now by his ſoule that tooke our ſhape vpon him, 
To free vs from his fathers dreadfull curſe, 


I am reſolu'd that violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous duke, 
Suf. A dreadfull oath, ſworne with a ſolemne tongue, 
What inſtance gines lord Warwtcke for theſe words? 
Mar. Oft haue I ſeene a timely parted ghoſt, 
Of aſhy ſemblance, pale and bloodleſſe; 
But loe the blood is ſetled in his tace, 
More better coloured then when he liu'd. 
His well proportion'd beard made rough and ſterne, 
His fingers ſpred abroad as one that graſpt for life, 
Yet was by ſtreagth ſurpriſd, the leatt of theſe are probable, 
It cannot chooſe but he was murthered, 
Nu. Suffolke and the Cardinall had him in charge, 
And they I truſt fir, are no murtherers. 
Har. I, but tis well knowne they were not his friends, 
And tis well ſeene he found ſome enemies. 


G-2 Card. 
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Card. But haue ye no greater proofes than theſe ? 
Mar. Who ſees a heyfer dead and bleeding freſh, 
And ſees hard by a butcher with an axe, 
But will ſuſpect twas he that made the (laughter ? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttockes neſt, 
But will imagine how the bird came there, 
Although the kyte ſore with the vabloody beake ? 
Euen ſo ſuſpitious is this tragedy. 
Qu. Are you the kyte Bewford, where's his talents ? 
Is Suffolke the butcher, where's his knife ? 
Suffolke. I wear no knife to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 
Yet here's a vengefull {word ruſted with eaſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous heart, 
That ſlanders me with murthers crimſon badge, 
Say if thou dare, proud lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am guilty in duke Humfries death. 
Exit Cardinal, 
War. What dares not Warwicke, if falſe Suffolke dare him ! 
Au. He dares not calme his contumelious ſpirit, | 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant controller, 
Though Suffolke dare him twenty hundred times. 
War. Madam be ſtill, with reverence may I ſay it, 
That euery word you ſpeake in his defence, 
Is ſlander to your royall maieſty. | 
Syf. Blunt witted lord, ignoble in thy words, 
If ener lady wrong'd her lord ſo much, 
Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed, 
Some ſterne vntutor'd churle, and noble ſtocke | 
Was graft with crab-tree flip, whoſe fruite thou art, 
And neuer of the Neuels noble race. 
Mar. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee, 
And I ſhould rob the deathſman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames ; 


And that my ſoueraignes preſence makes mee mute, 
1 would 
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would falſe murtherous coward on thy knees, 
Make thee craue pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 
And ſay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 
That thou thy ſelfe was borne in baſtardy, 
And after all this fearfull homage done, 
Giue thee thy hire, and ſend thee downe to hell, 
Pernitious blood-ſucker of fleeping men. 
Syf. Thou ſhouldſt be waking whilſt I ſhed thy blood, 
if from this preſence thou dare go with mee. 
Har. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 
Warwicke Puls him out. 


Exit Warwicke and Suffolke, and then all the commons within, 

cries, dune with Suffolke, downe with Suffolke. And then 

enter againe, the duke of Suffolke and Warwicke, with their 
weapons drawne. 


King. Why how now lordes ? 
Suff. The traiterous Warwicke, with the men of Berry, 
Set all vpon me mightie ſoneraigne. 


The commons againe cries, dewne with Suffolke, downe with 
Suffolke. And then enter from them, the earle of Salitburie. 


Saliſß. My lord, the commons ſends you word by me, 
That vnleſſe falſe Sele here be done to death, 
Or baniſhed faire Englands territories, 
That they will erre from your highneſſe perſon ; 
They fay by him the good duke Humfrey dyed, 
They ſay by him they feare the ruine of the realme, 
And therefore if you loue your ſubiects weale, 
They wiſh you to baniſh him from forth the land. 

Syf. Indeed tis like the commons, rude vnpoliſht hindes 
Would ſend ſuch meſſage to their ſoueraigne: 
But you my lard were glad to be imploy'd, 
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To try how quaint an orator you were: 
But all the honour Sal/dury hath got, 
Is, that he was the lord embaſſador, 
Sent from a ſort of tinkers to the king. 
The commons cryes, an anſwere from the King my 
lord of Salſbury. 
King. Good Salſbury go backe againe to them, 
Tell them we thanke them all for their kinde care, 
And had I not bene cited thus by their meanes, 
My ſelfe had done it. Therefore heere I ſweare, 
If Suffs!ke be found to breathe in any place 
Where I haue re, but three dayes more, he dies, 
Exit Salſbury. 
Qu. Oh Henry, reverſe the doome of gentle Sujfcikes ba- 
niſhment. 
King. Vngentle queene to call him gentle Srfolke, 
Speake not for him, for in Eng/and he ſhall not reſt, 
If I ſay, I may relent, but if I ſweare, it is irreuocable. 
Come good Warwicke, and go thou in with me, 
For I haue great matters to impart to thee, 
Exit King and Warwicke, manct Qu. and Sufſolhe. 
Oneene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you, 
There's two of you, the diuell make the third, 
Fie womaniſh man, canſt thou not curſe thy dende ? 
Suu. A plague vpon them, wherefore ſhould I curſe them? 
Could curſes kill as do the mandrakes grones, 
1 would inuent as many bitter termes, 
Delivered ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With twice ſo many ſignes of deadly hate, 
As leane fac'd enuy in her loathſome caue. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint, 
My haire be fixt on end, as one diſtraught, 
E 94 cuery ioynt ſhould ſeeme to curſe and ban, 
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And now methinkes my burthened heart would breake 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their drinke, 
Gall worſe then gall, the daintieſt thing they taſte, 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade a groue of cypreſle trees. 
Their ſofteſt touch as ſmart as lyzards ſlings, 
Their muſicke frightfull, like the ſerpents hiſſe. 
And boding ſcritch owles make the conſort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell. 
21, Enough ſweete Suffolke, thou torments thy ſelfe. 
Suff. You bad me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe ? 
Now by this ground that I am baniſht from, 
Well could 1 curſe away a winters night, 
And ſtanding naked on a mountaine top, 
Where byting cold would neuer let graſſe grow, 
And thinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
Pueene. No more. Sweete Selle hie thee hence to France, 
Or live where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
Ile haue an Jri/h that ſhalt find thee out, 
And long thou ſhalt not ſtay, but Ile haue thee repeald, 
Or venter to be baniſhed my ſelfe. 
Oh let this kiſſe be printed in thy hand, 
That when thou ſeeſt it, thou maiſt thinke on me. 
Away I ſay, that I may feele my griele, 
For it is nothing whilſt thou ſtandeſt heere. 
Suffolke. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the king, but three times. thrice by thee. 


Enter Vawſe. 


Queene. How now, whither goes Vawſe ſo faſt ? 
Vawſe. To ſignifie vnto his maicſty, 
That cardinall Bewford is at point of death, 
Sometimes he raves and cries as he were mad, 
Sometimes he cals vpon duke Humfries ghoſt, | 
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And whiſpers to his pillow as to him, 
And ſometimes he cals to ſpeake vnto the king, 
And I am going to certifie unto his grace, 
That euen now he cald aloud for him. 
Dueene.. Go then good Vauſe and certiſie the king. 


Exit Vawfe, 


Oh what is worldly pompe, all men muſt die, 


And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 


But why mourne I for him, whilſt thou art heere ? 
Sweete Sr oke hie thee hence to France, 
For if the king do come, thou ſure muſt die. 

Suff. And if I go I cannor live : but heere to die, 
What were it elſe, but like a pleaſant lumber in thy lap ? 
Heere could I breathe my ſoule into the ayre, 

As milde and gentle as the new borne babe, 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 
Where from my ſight J ſhould be raging madde, 
And call for thee to cloſe mine eyes, 

Or with thy lips to ſtop my dying ſoule, 

That I might breathe it ſo into thy body, 

And then it liu'd in ſweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in ieaſt, 

From thee to dye, were torment more then death, 
Oh, let me ſtay, befall what may befall. 

Queene. Oh mightſt thou ſtay with ſafety of thy liſe, 
Then ſhouldſt thou ſtay, but heauens deny it, 

And thercfore go, but hope ere long to be repeald, 

Suff. I goc. 

Queene. And take my heart with thee. 


She kiffeth him. 


Suff. A iewell lockt into the wofulſt cafke, 


That euer yet containd a thing of worth, 
Thus like a ſplitted barke, ſo ſunder wee, 


This way fall I to death, Exit Suffolké. 
Dueene. 
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Oueene. This way for me. | 
| Exit Queene. 


Enter King and Saliſbury, and then the curtaines be drawne, 
and the Cardinall is diſcouered in his bed, rauing and ftaring 
as if he were mad. 


Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me live but one whole yeare, 
Te give thee as much gold as will purchaſe ſuch another 
iſland. 
King. Oh, ſee my lord of Saliſtury how he is troubled, 
Lord Cardinall, remember Chriſt mult ſaue thy ſoule. 
Gar. Why died he not in his bed ? 
What would you haue me to do then? 
Can I make men live whether they will or no? 
Sirra, go fetch me the poyſon which the pothicary ſent me. 
Oh, ſee where duke Humfries ghoſt doth ſtand, 
And ſtares me in the face, Looke, looke, coame downe his 
haire, 
So now hee's gone againe : Oh, oh, oh, 
Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 
King. Lord Cardinall, if thou dieſt aſſured of heauenly 
bliſſe, | 
Hold vp thy hand and make ſome lupe to vs. Car. dies. 
Oh ſee he dyes, and makes no 1995 at all, 
Oh God forgiue his ſoule. 
Sal. So bad an end did neuer none behold, 
But as his death, ſo was his life in all. | 
King. Forbeare to judge, good Salsbury forbeare, 
For God will iudge vs all. 
Go take him hence, and ſee his funerals perform'd. 
Exit omnes. 


Alarmes 
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Alarmes within, and the chambers bee diſcharged, like as it were 
a fight at ſea, And then enter the captaine of the ſbip, and 
the maſter, and the maſters mate, and the duke of Suffolke 
diſguiſed, and others with him, and Water Whickmote. 


Cap. Bring forward theſe priſoners that ſcorn'd to yeeld, 
Vnlade their goods with ſpeed, and ſincke their ſhip, 
Here maſter, this priſoner I giue to you. 
This other, the maſters mate ſhall haue, 
And Water Whickmore thou ſhalt have this man, 
And let them pay their ranſome ere they paſſe. 
Suffolke. Water ! He flarteth, 
Water. How now, what doſt feare me? 
Thou ſhalt haue better cauſe anon. 
Suff. It is thy name affrights me, not thy ſelfe. 
I do remember well, a cunning wizzard told me, 
Thar by Water I ſhould dye: 
Yet let not that make thee bloody minded, 
Thy name being rightly ſounded, 
Is Gualter, not Walter. 
Halter, Gualter or Water, al's one to me, 
I am the man mult bring thee to thy death. 
Suff. 1 am a gentleman, looke on my ring, 
Ranſome me at what thou wilt, it ſhall be paid. 
Malter. J loſt mine eye in boording of the ſhip, 
And therefore ere I merchant-like fell blood for gold, 
Then caſt me headlong downe into the ſea. 
2. Priſon. But what ſhall our ranſomes be ? 
Mai. A hundred pounds a peece eyther pay that or dye. 
2. Priſon. Then ſave our lines, it ſhall be paide. 
Water. Come firra, thy life ſhall be the ranſome I wil have, 
Suff. Stay villaine, thy priſoner is a prince, 
The duke of Suffolke, William de la Pole. 
Cap. The duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 


Suff. 


of Yorke and LANCASTER. 


Suff. I fir, but theſe rags are no part of the duke, 
Hue ſometime went diſguiſde, and why not I ? 

Cap. I, but ſoue was neuer ſlaine as thou ſhalt be. 

Suff. Baſe iady groome, king Henries blood, 

The honourable blood of Lancaſter, - 

Cannot be ſhed by ſuch a lowly ſwaine, 

Jam ſent ambaſſador for the queene to France, 
I charge thee waffe me crofle the channell ſafe. 

Cap. Ile waffe thee to thy death, go Vater take him henee, 
And on our long boates ſide, chop off his head. 

Suff. Thou dar'ſt not for thine owne. 

Cap. Yes Pole. 

Suffslke., Pole. 

Caß. I Pole, puddle, kennell, finke and durt, 
Ile ſtop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thoſe lips of thine that ſo oft haue kiſt the 
Queene, ſhall ſweepe the ground, and thou that 
Smild'ſt at good duke Humfries death, 

halt live no longer to infect the earth. 

S::/o/ke, This villaine being but captaine of a pinnis, 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian pyrate, 
Thy words addes fury and not remorſe in me. 

Cap. I but my deeds ſhall ſtay thy fury ſoone. 

Sig falle. Haſt not thou waited at my trencher, 
When we haue feaſted with queene Margaret? 
Haſt not thou kiſt thy hand, and held my ſtirrop? 
And bare-head plodded by my footclooth mule, 

And thought thee happy when I ſmilde on thee ? 

This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Thea ſhall I charme thee, hold thy lauiſh tongue. 

Cab. Away with him Water, I ſay, and off with his head. 

1. Priſen. Good my lord, entreate him mildly for your life. 


So. 
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Suff. Firſt let this necke ſtoupe to the axes edge, 
Before this knee do bow to any, 
Saue to the God of heauen, and to my king: 
Suffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plead, 
To ſuch a iadie groome, 
Water. Come, come, why do we let him ſpeake ? 
1 long to haue his head for ranſome of mine eye. 
Suſf. A ſwordar and bandetto ſlaue 
Murthered ſweete Tully. 
Brutus baſtard hand ſtabd Iulius Cæſar, 
And Suffolke dyes by pirates on the ſeas. 
Exit Suffolke and Water. 
Cap. Off with his head, and ſend it to the queene, 
And ranſomleſſe this priſoner ſhall go free, 
To ſee it ſafe delivered vnto her. 
Come lets go. Exit omnes, 


Enter two of the rebels with long ſtaues. 


George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ſtaffe in thy pike, 
and prouide thy ſelfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp 
this two dayes. 

Nicke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 

But ſirra George, what's the matter? 

George. Why ſirra, Jack Cade the dier of Afford heere, 
He meanes to turne this land, and ſet a new nap on't. 

Nicke, 1 marry he had need ſo, for tis growne thred-bare, 
Twas neuer merry world with vs, ſince theſe gentlemen 

came vp. 

George, I warrant thee thou ſhalt neuer ſee a lord weare 
a leather apron now a- daiĩes. 

Nicke. But ſirra, who comes elſe beſide Tacke Cade ? 

George. Why there's Dicke the butcher, and Robin the ſad- 
Jer, and Vill, that came a wooing to our Nan laſt Sunday, 

and 
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and Harry and Tom, and Gregory that ſhould haue your Parnill, 
and a great ſort more is come from Rocheſter, and from Maid- 
ſtone and Canterbury, and all the townes hereabouts, and we 
muſt be al lords or ſquires, aſſoone as acke Cade is king. 
Nicke. Harke, harke, I heare the drum, they be comming. 


Enter Iacke Cade, Dicke Butcher, Robin, Will, Tom, Harry, 
and the reſt with long flaues. 


Cade. Proclaime ſilence. 

All. Silence. 

Cade. J lohn Cade, ſo named for my valiancy. 

Dicke. Or rather for ſtealing of a cade of ſprats. 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer. 

Dicke. He was an honeſt man and a good bricke-layer. 
Cade, My mother was come of the Lacies. | 

Nicke. She was a pedlers daughter indeed, and ſold many 
laces, | 

Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr'd packe, 
She waſheth buckes vp and downe the countrey. | 

Cade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder 
a hedge, becauſe his father had no other houſe but the cage. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That's true, I know he can endure any thing, 
For I haue ſeene him whipt two market dayes togither. 

Cade. I feare neither ſword nor fire. 

Will. He neede not feare the ſword, for his coate is of 
proofe. 

Dicke. But methinkes he ſhould feare the fire, being fo 
often burnt in the hand, for ſtealing of ſheepe. 

Cade. Therefore be braue for your captain is braue, and 
vowes reformation : you ſhall haue ſeuen halfepeny loaues for 
a penny, and the three hoopt pot ſhall haue ten hoopes, and 
It 
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Suf, Firſt let this necke ſtoupe to the axes edge, 
Before this knee do bow to any, 
Saue to the God of heauen, and to my king: 
| Suffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plead, 
I To ſuch a iadie groome, | 
| Water. Come, come, why do we let him ſpeake ? 

1 J long to haue his head for ranſome of mine eye. 
| Suff. A {wordar and bandetto ſlaue 

| Murthered ſweete Tully. 
| | Brutus baſtard hand ſtabd Iulius Cæſar, 
Wis And Suffolke dyes by pirates on the ſeas. 

| Exit Suffolke and Water. 
1 Cap. Off with his head, and ſend it to the queene, 
| | And ranſomleſſe this priſoner ſhall go free, 
| To ſee it ſafe delivered vnto her. 
| 1 Come lets go. Exit omnes, 


Enter two of the rebels with long ſtaues. 


George. Come away Micke, and put a long ſtaffe in thy pike, 
4 and prouide thy ſelfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp 
| | this two dayes. 
|| Micke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now, 
| | But ſirra George, what's the matter? 
George. Why ſirra, Jack Cade the dier of A/bford heere, 
1 He meanes to turne this land, and ſet a new nap on't. 
1 Nicke. 1 marry he had need ſo, for tis growne thred- bare, 
Twas neuer merry world with vs, ſince theſe gentlemen 
came vp. 

George, I warrant thee thou ſhalt neuer ſee a lord weare 
a leather apron now a- daies. 

Nicke. But ſirra, who comes elſe beſide Jacke Cade ? 
SGeorge. Why there's Dicke the butcher, and Robin the ſad- 
Jer, and Vill, that came a wooing to our Nan laſt Sunday, 

and 
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and Harry and Tom, and Gregory that ſhould haue your Parnill, 
and a great ſort more is come from Rochefter, and from Maid- 
ſtone and Canterbury, and all the townes hereabouts, and we 
muſt be al lords or ſquires, aſſoone as acke Cade is king. 
Nicke. Harke, harke, I heare the drum, they be comming. 


Enter Tacke Cade, Dicke Butcher, Robin, Will, Tom, Harry, 
and the reſt with long ſtaues. 


Cade. Proclaime ſilence. 

All. Silence. 

Cade. I lohn Cade, ſo named for my valiancy. 
Dicke. Or rather for ſtealing of a cade of ſprats. 


Cade. My father was a Mortimer. 3 


Dicke. He was an honeſt man and a good bricke- layer. 
Cade. My mother was come of the Lacies. 
Miete. She was a pedlers daughter indeed, and ſold many 
laces, 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr'd packe, 
She waſheth buckes vp and downe the countrey, 
Cade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 
Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder 
a hedge, becauſe his father had no other houſe but the cage. 
Cade. IJ am able to endure much. 
George. That's true, I know he can endure any thing, 
For I haue ſeene him whipt two market dayes togither. 
Cade. I feare neither ſword nor fire. 
Will. He neede not feare the ſword, for his coate is of 
proofe, 
Dicke. But methinkes he ſhould feare the fire, being ſo 
often burnt in the hand, for ſtealing of ſheepe. 
Cade, Therefore be braue for your captain is braue, and 
vowes reformation : you ſhall haue ſeuen halfepeny loaues for 


a penny, and the three hoopt pot ſhall haue ten hoopes, and 
| | it 
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it ſhall be felony to drinke ſmall beere, if I be king, as king 
I will be. 

All. God ſaue your maieſty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people, you ſhall all eate and 
drinke of my ſcore, and go all in my livery; and wee'll haue 
no writing but the ſcore and the tally, and there ſhall be 
no lawes but ſuch as come from my month. _ 

Dicke. Wee ſhall haue ſore lawes then, for he was thruſt 
into the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and ſtinking law too, for his breath ſtinkes ſo, that 
one cannot abide it. 


Enter Will with the clarke of Chattam. 


Will. Oh captaine, a prize, 
Cade. Who's that e? 
Will. The clarke of Chattam, he can write and reade and 
caſt account, I tooke him ſetting of boyes copies, and he has 
a book in his pocket with red letters, 

Cade. Zounds he's a coniurer, bring him hither. 
Now fir, what's your name? 

Clarke. Emanuell ſir, and it ſhall pleaſe ye. 

Dicke. It will go hard with you I tell ye, 
For they vſe to write that ore the top of letters. 

Cade. What do ye vie to write your name? Or do you as 
ancient forefathers haue done, vſe the ſcore and the tally ? 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praiſe God I haue bene ſo wel 
broght vp, that I can write mine owne name, 

Cade. Oh he has confeſt, go hang him with his pen and 
inkehorne about his necke. Exit one with the Clarke. 


Enter T om. 


Tem. Captaine, newes, newes, ſir Humfrey Stafford and his 
brother 
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brother are coming with the kings power, and mean to kil 
vs all. 
Cale. Let them come, he's but a knight is he ? 
Tom. No, no, he's but a knight. 
Cade, Why then to equall him, Ile make my ſelfe knight. 
Kneele downe [hn Mortemer, 
Riſe vp ſir Ihn Mortemer. 
Is there any more of them that be knights ? 
Tom. I his brother. | 
Cade, Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 
| He knights him. 
Riſe vp ſir Dicke Butcher. Now ſound vp the drum. 


Enter fir Humfrey Stafford and his brother, with drum and. 


ſoldiers, 


Cade. As for theſe ſilken coated ſlaues, I paſſe not a pin, 
Tis to you good people that I ſpeake. 

Staf. Why country-men, what meane you thus in troopes, 
To follow this rebellious traitor Cade ? 
Why his father was a brick-layer, 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a gardiner, what then ? 
But I come of the Mortemers, 

Staf. I, the duke of Yorke hath taught you that, 

Cade. The duke of Yorke, nay I learnt it my ſelfe. 
For looke you, Roger Mortimer the earle of March, 


Married the duke of Clarence daughter, 
Staf. Well, that's true: but what then? 


Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 
Sta. That's falſe. 

Cade. I, but J ſay tis true. 

All. Why then tis true. 

Gade, And one of them was ſtolne away by a begger- woman, 
And that was my father, and I am his ſonne, | 
Deny it and you can. 


Nic te. 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
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Nicke. Nay looke you, I know was true; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houſe, 
And the brickes are aliue at this day to teſtifye it. 

Cade. But doeſt thou heare Stafford, tell the king, that 
for his fathers ſake, in whoſe time boyes played at ſpan-coun- 
ter with French crownes, I am content that he ſhall be king 
as long as he lives : marry alwaies prouided, Ile be protector 
ouer him. 


Staf. O onions ſimplicity. 
Cade. And tell him, wee'll haue the lord Sayes head, and 


the duke of Somerſets, for deliuering vp the dukedomes of 


Anioy and Mayne, and ſelling the townes in France: by 


which means England hath bene maim'd euer ſince, and gone 


as it were with a crutch, but that my puiſſance held it vp. 
And beſides, they can ſpeake French, and therefore they are 
traitors, 

Staf. As how prethee ? : 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not ? 
And then can he that ſpeakes with the tongue of an enemy 
be a good ſubiect? Anſwere me to that. 

Staf. Well ſirra, wilt thou yeeld thy ſelfe vnto the kings 
mercy, and he wil pardon thee and theſe, their outrages 
and rebellious deeds ? | 

Cade. Nay, bid the king come to me and he will, and then 
Ile pardon him, or otherwaies Ile haue his crowne : tell him 
ere it be long. 

Staf. Go herald, proclaime in all the kings townes, 
That thoſe that will forſake the rebell Cade, 


Shall haue free pardon om his maieſty. 


Exit Stafford and his men. 
Cade. Come firs, S. cs for vs 1 Kent. 
Exit omnes. 


Alarmes 


ay 
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Alarmes to the battell, where fir Humfrey Stafford and his 
brother are both ſlaine. Then enters Iacke Cade againe, and 
the reſt. | 


Cade. Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haſt fought to day moſt ya- 
liantly, and knockt them down as if thou hadſt bin in thy 
flaughter-houſe, and thus I will reward thee : the Lent ſhall 
bee as long againe as it was, and thou ſhalt haue licenſe to kil 
for fourſcore and one a weeke. Drum ſtrike vp, for now weel 


march to London, and to morrow I mean to fit in the kings 

ſeat at Weſtminſter. Exit omnes. 

Enter the King reading of a letter, and the Queene with the 
duke of Suffolkes head, and the lord Say, with others. 


King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is ſlaine, 
And the rebels march amaine to London. 
Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
lle come and parley with their general, 
Yet ſtay, Ile reade the letter once againe; 
Lord Say, Tacke Cade hath ſolemnly vow'd to haue thy head. 
Say. I, but I hope your highneſſe ſhall haue his. 
King. How now madam, till lamenting and mourning 
for Suffolkes death? I feare my love if I had bin dead, thou 
woldſt not have mourn'd ſo much for me. 


24, No my loue, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for thee, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Oh flye my lord, the rebels are entred Southwarke, 
And haue almoſt wonne the bridge, 


Calling your grace an vſurper : 
.And that monſtrous rebell Cade, hath ſworne 
To crowne himſelfe king in Weſtminſter, 


Therefore flye my lord, and poſt to Killingworth. 


vor. III. H King, 
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King. Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An army vp, and meete with the rebels. 
Come madame, let vs haſte to Killingworth, 
Come on lord Say, go thou along with vs, 
For feare the rebell Cade do finde thee out. 
Saß. My innocence my lord ſhall pleade for me, 
And therefore with your highneſſe leaue, Ile ſtay behind. 
King. Euen as thou wilt my lord Say: 
Come madam, let vs go. Exit omnet. 


Enter the lord Skayles vþon the tower walles walking. 


L. Shayles. How now, is Iacke Cade laine ? 
1 Cit. No my lord, nor likely to be flaine, 


For they haue wonne the bridge, 


Killing all thoſe that withſtand them. 
The lord mayor craueth aide of your honor from the tower, 
To defend the city from the rebels. 
Lord Ska. Such aide as I can ſpare, you ſhall command, 
But I am troubled heere with them my ſelfe, 
The rebels haue attempted to win the tower, 
But get you to Smithfield and gather head, 
And thither will I ſend you Mathew Goffe : 
Fight for your king, your countrey, and your lines, 
And fo farewell, for I muſt hence againe, Exit omnes. 


Enter Iacke Cade, and the reſt, and ſtrites his ſword vpn 
London ftone. 


Cade. Now is Mortemer lord of this city, 
And now ſitting vpon London ſtone, we command, 
That the firſt yeare of our reigne, 
The piſſing cundit run nothing but red wine. 
And now henceforward, it ſhall bee treaſon 
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Come let's away. 
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For any that calles me any otherwiſe then 
Lord Mortemer. 


Enter a Souldier. 


Soul. Iacke Cade, lache Cade. 
Cade. Zounds knocke him downe. 
Dicke. My lord, 

Ther's an army gathered together into Smithfield. 
Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them, 

But firſt go on and ſet London-bridge a fire, 

And if you can, burne downe the tower too, 


They kil him, 


Exit omnes. . 


Alarmes, and then Mathew Goffe is flaine, and all the reſt 
with him. Then enter Iacke Cade againe and his company. 


Cade, So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 
Others to the innes of court, downe with them all, 

Dick. J haue a ſute vato your lordſhip, 

Cade, Be it a lordſhip Dicke, and thou ſhalt haue it 
For that word. 

Dicke. That we may go burne all the records, 

And that all writing may be put downe, | 
And nothing vſed but the ſcore and tally. 

Cade, Dicke it ſhall be ſo, and henceforward all things ſhall 

be in common, 

And in Cheapſide ſhall my palphrey go to graſſe. 

Why iſt not a miſerable thing, that of the ſkin of an inno- 
cent lambe parchment ſhould be made, and then with a little 
blotting ouer with inke, a man ſhould vndo himſelfe. 

Some faies tis the bees that ſting, but I fay tis their waxe, 
for Jam ſure I neuer ſeal'd to any thing but once, and L 
was neuer mine owne man ſince. | 
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Nick, But when ſhall we take vp thoſe commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

Cade. Marry he that will luſtily ſtand to it, ſhall take vp 
theſe commodities following: Item, a gown, a kirtle, a pet. 
ticoat, and a ſmocke. 


Enter George. 


Geor. My lord, a prize, a prize, heres the lord Say, 
Which ſold the townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thou buckrum 
lord, what anſwer canſt thou make vnto my mightineſſe, for 
delivering vp the townes in France to monſieur bus mine cue, 
the dolphin of France? 

And more then fo, thou haſt moſt traitorouſly erected a 
grammar ſchoole, to infe& the youth of the realme, and againſt 
the kings crowne and dignity, thou haſt built vp a paper mill; 
nay it will be ſaide to thy face, that thou keep'ſt men in thy 
houſe that daily reads of bookes with red letters, and talks 
of a nowne and a verbe, and ſuch abhominable words as 10 
chriſtian eare is able to endure it. 

And beſides all this, thou haſt appointed certaine iuſtices 
of the peace, in euery ſhire, to hang honeſt men that ſteal for 
their lining, and becauſe they could not reade, thou haſt 
hung them vp: onely for which __ they were molt wor- 
thy to live, 

Say. Yes, what of that? 

Cade. Marry I ſay, thou oughteſt not to let thy horſe weare 
a cloake, when an honeſter man then thy ſelfe, goes in his hoſe 
and doublet. 

Say. You men of Kent, 

All. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but bona terra. 

Cade. Bonum terum, zZounds what's that? 


Dicke. He ſpeakes French, 
Nil. 
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hill. No tis Dutch. 
| Nicke, No tis Outalian, I know it well eh. 
Say. Kent (in the Commentaries Cæſar wrote) 
Term'd it the ciuilſt place of all this land: 
Then noble country-men heare me but ſpeake, 
I ſold not France, nor loſt I Normandie. 
Cade. But wherefore doſt thou ſhake thy head ſo ? 
Say. It is the palſie, and not feare that makes me. 
Cade. Nay, thou noddſt thy head at vs, as who wouldſt ſay, 
Thou wilt be even with me if thou getſt away: 


But Ile make thee ſure enough now I haue thee. 


Go take him to the ſtandard in Cheape-/ide, and choppe off 
his head, and then go to Mile- end Greene to fir James Cro- 
mer his ſon in law, and cut off his head roo, and bring them, 
to me vppon two poles preſently. Away with him. 
Exit one or two with the lord Say, 
There ſhall not a nobleman weare a head on his ſhoulders, 
But he ſhall pay me tribute for it. 
Nor there ſhall not a maide be married, but he ſhall fee to 
mee for her, 
Mayden-head or elſe, Ile haue it my-ſelfe : 
Marry I will that married men ſhall hold of me in capite, 
And that their wines ſhall be as free as heart can think, or 
toong can tell. 


Enter Robin. 


Rob. O captaine. London- bridge is a fire. 
Cad. Runne to HBillingſgate, and fetch pitch and flaxe, and 
quench it. 


Enter Dicke and a Sargeant. 


— 


Sargeant. Iuſtice, iuſtice, I pray you fir, let me haue iuſ- 


tice of this fellow heere. 
H 3 Cade, 
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Cade. Why what has he done ? 
Sarg. Alas fir he has rauiſht my wife, 
Dick. Why my lord he would haue reſted me, 
And I went and entred my action in his wiues paper houſe, 
Cade. Dicke follow thy ſute in her common place. 
Your horſon villaine, you are a ſergeant, you'l 
Take any man by the throate for twelue pence : 
And reſt a man when he is at dinner, 
And haue him to priſon ere the meate be out on's mouth. 
Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging, 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, 3 
Braue him with his owne mace. 3 
Exit with the Sargeant, 


Enter two with the lord Sayes head, and fir Iames Cromers, 
vpon two poles, 


So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end, let 
them kiſſe together. 


Enter the duke of Buckingham, and lord Clifford, the earle of 
Cumberland. 


_ 
= 


Clif. Why countrey-men, and warlike friends of Rent, 
What meanes theſe mutinous rebellions, 
That you in troopes do muſter thus your ſelues, 
Vnder the conduct of this traitor Cade ? 
To riſe againſt your ſoueraigne lord and king, 
Who mildly hath his pardon ſent to you, 
If you forſake this monſtrous rebell heere ? 
It honor be the marke whereat you ayme, 
Then haſt to France that our forcfathers won, 
And win againe that thing which now is loſt, 
And leaue to ſeeke your countries ouerthrow. 
All, A Clifford, a Clifford. They forſahe Cade. 
| | Cade. 
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Cade. Why how now, wil you forſake your general, 
And ancient freedome which you haue poſleſt ? 
To bend your neckes vnder their ſeruile yokes, 
Who if you ſtir, will ſtraight way hang you vp. 
But follow me, and you ſhall pull them downe, 


And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 
All. A Cade, a Cade. They run to Cade againe. 


Clif. Braue warlike friends, heare me but ſpeake, 
Refuſe not good whilſt it is offered you: 
The king is mercifull, then yeelde to him, 
And I my felfe will go along with you 
To Winſore caſtle, whereas the king abides, 
And on mine honour you ſhall haue no hurt. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, God ſaue the king. 

Cade. How like a feather is this raſcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 
But that they may ſee there wants no valiancy in me, 
My ſtaffe ſhall make way through the midſt of you, 
And ſo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his ſlaffe, and 
then flies away, 

Buc. Go ſome and make after him, and proclaime, 
That thoſe that can bring the head of Cade, 
Shall haue a thouſand crownes for his labour. 
Come march away. Exit om. 


Enter king Henry, and the Queene, and Somerſet. 


King. Lord Sommerſet, what newes heare you of the rebell 
Cade ? 

Som. This my gracious lord, that the lord Say is done to 
death, and the city is almoſt ſackt. 

King. Gods will be done, for as he hath decreed, ſo muſt 

it be: 

And be as he pleaſe, to ſtop the pride of thoſe rebellious men. 
H 4 Nu, 
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Qu. Had the noble duke of Sufolke bene aliue, 


The rebell Cade had bene ſuppreſt ere this, 
And all the reſt that do take part with him. 


Enter the duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the rebel, 
with halters about their neckes. 


Clif. Long line king Henry, Englands lawfull king: 

Loe heere my lord, theſe rebels are ſubdude, 
And offer their lines before your highneſſe feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their captaine heere. 

Clif. No my gracious lord, he is fled away, but proclama- 
tions are ſent forth, that he that can but bring his head ſhall 
haue a thouſand crownes. But may it pleaſe your maieſty to 
pardon theſe their faults, that by theſe traitors means were 
thus miſled, 

King. Stand vp you ſimple men, and giue God praiſe, 
For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your king, 
And live as ſubiects, and you ſhall not want, 
Whilſt Henry lives, and weares the Engli/h crowne. 
All. God ſaue the king, God ſaue the king, 
King. Come let vs haſt to London now with i Pede, 
That ſolemne proceſſions may be ſung, 
In laud and honor of the God of heauen, 
And triumphs of this happy victorie. Exit omnes. 


Enter Iacke Cade at one doore, and at the other, M. Alexander 
Eyden and his men, and Iacke Cade lies down picking of 
hearbes and eating them. 


Eyden. Good Lord how pleaſant is this country life, 
This little land my father left me heere, 
With my contented minde, ſerues me as well, 
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As all the pleaſures in the court can yeeld, 
Nor would I change this pleaſure for the court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere's the lord of the ſoyle : ſtand villaine, 
thou wilt betray me to the king, and get a thouſand crownes 
for my head: but ere thou goeſt, Ile make thee eate yron 
like an eſtridge, and ſwallow my {word like a great pin. 

Eyden. Why ſawcy companion, why ſhould I betray thee? 
Iſt not enough that thou haſt broke my hedges, 

And enter'd into my ground, without the leaue of me the 
owner 
But thou wilt braue me too. | 
Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beſt blood of 
the realme. Looke on me well, I hane eate no meat this five 


daies, yet if I do not leave thee and thy five men as dead as 


a dore naile, I pray God I may neuer eate graſſe more. 

Eyden. Nay, it ſhall neuer be ſaid whilſt the world ſtands, 
That Alexander Eyden an eſquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famiſht man. 
Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine, 
And every way as bigge: then hand to hand 

Ile combat with thee, Sirra, fetch me weapons, 
And ſtand you all aſide. 

Cade, Now ſword, if thou doſt not hew this burly-bon'd 
churl into chines of beefe, I would thou mightſt fall into 
ſome ſmiths hands, and be turn'd to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight, and Cade fals dawne, 

Cade, Oh villaine, thou haſt ſlaine the flower of Kent for 
chiualry, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For 
come ten thouſand diuels, and give me but the ten meales 
that I wanted this fiue dayes, and Ile fight with you all. And 
ſo a poxe rot thee, for Iacte Cade muſt dye. He dyes. 

Eyden. lacke Cade : and was this that monſtrous rebel 
n I haue ſlaine ? 

Oh 


— 
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Oh ſword, Ile honour thee for this, and in my cliamber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age, 

For this great ſeruice thou haſt done to me. 

Ile drag him hence, and with my ſword 

Cut off his head, and beare it to the king. Exit. 


Enter the duke Yorke with drum and ſoldiours. 


Yorkes. In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 
Ring belles aloud, bonfires perfume the aire. 
To entertaine faire Englands royall king. 
Ah ſancta maigſta, who would not buy thee deare ? 


Enter the duke of Bukingham. 


But. ſoft, who comes heere, Buckingham, what newes with 
him ? 
Buck. Yorke, if thou meane well, I greete thee ſo. 
Yorke. Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I ſweare: 
What, comes thou in loue, or as a meſſenger ? 
Buck, 1 come as a meſſenger fro our dread lord and ſoue- 
raigne, 
Henry. To know the reaſon of theſe armes in peace? 
Or that thou being a ſubiect as I am, 
Shouldſt thus approch fo neare with colours ſpread, 
Whereas the perſon of the king doth keepe ? 
Yorke. A ſubiect as he is! 
Oh how I hate theſe ſpitefull abiect tearmes, 
But Yorke diſſemble, till thou meete thy ſonnes, 
Who now in armes expect their fathers ſight, 
And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 
Humfrey duke of Buckingham, pardon me, 
That I anſwer'd not at firſt, my minde was troubled, 


I came to remoue that monſtrous rebell Cade, 
| And 


That haſt ſubdude that wicked traitor thus, 


of Yorke and LancasTreh? 


And heaue proud Somerſet from out the court, 
That baſely yeelded vp the townes in France. 
guck. Why that was preſumption on thy behalfe, 
But if it be no otherwiſe then ſo, 
The king doth pardon thee, and granſt to thy requeſt, 


And Somerſet is ſent vnto the tower. 
Yorke. Vpon thine honour is it ſo ? 


Buck. Yorke, he is vpon mine honour. 
Yorke. Then before thy face, I heere diſmiſſe my troopes, 
Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields, 
And there you ſhall receiue your pay of me, 
Exit foldiors. 
Buck, Come Yorke, thou ſhalt go ſpeake vnto the king, 
But ſee, his grace is comming to meete with vs. 


Enter king Henry. 


King. How now Buckingham, is Yorke friends with vs, 
That thus thou bringſt him hand in hand with thee ? 
Buck. He is my lord, and hath diſcharg'd his troopes, 
Which came with him, but as your grace did ſay, 
To heaue the duke of Somerſet from hence, 
And to ſubdue the rebels that were vp. 
King. Then welcome couſin Yorke, give me thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great ſeruice done to vs, 


L Againſt thoſe traiterous 1ri/þ that rebeid. 


Enter maſter Eyden with Tacke Cades head. 


Eyden. Long live king Henry in triumphant peace, 


| Loe heere my lord vpon my bended knees, 
I heere preſent the traiterous head of Cade, 
That hand to hand in ſingle fight I flue, 


King. Firſt thanks to heauen, and next to thee my friend, 
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Oh let me ſee that head that in his life, 

Did worke me and my land ſuch cruell ſpight, 

A viſage ſterne, cole blacke his curled lockes, 
Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 
Preſageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt be immediately created knight. 
Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what's thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden, if it Rm your grace, 
A poore eſquire of Kent. 

King. Then riſe vp Alexander Eyden, knight, 
And for thy maintenance, I freely giue 
A thouſand markes a yeare to maintaine thee, 
Beſide the firme reward that was proclaim'd, 

For thoſe that could performe this worthy acte, 
And thou ſhalt waite vpon the perſon of the king. 


Eyden. I humbly thanke your grace, and I no longer line, 
Then I proue iuſt and loyall to my king. Exit. 


Enter the Queene with the duke of Somerſet. 


King. O Buckingham, ſee where Somerſet comes, 
Bid him go hide himſelfe till Tore be gone. 
Queen. He ſhall not hide himſelfe for feare of Yorkz, 
But beard and braue him proudly to his face. 
Yorke. Who's that, proud Somerſet at liberty? 
Baſe fearefull Henry that thus diſhonor'ſt me, 
By heauen, thou ſhalt not gouerne ouer me: 
I cannot brooke that traitors preſence here, 
Nor will J ſubiect be to ſuch a king, 
That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 
Reſigne thy crowne proud Lancaſter to me, 
That thou vſurped haſt fo long by force, 
For now is Yorke reſolu'd to claime his owne, 
And riſe aloft into faire Englands throne, 


Somer. 
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Somer. Proud traitor, I areſt thee on high treaſon, 
Againſt thy ſoneraigne lord, yeeld thee falſe Yorke, 
For heere I {weare thou ſhalt vnto the tower, 
© For theſe proud words which thou haſt giuen the king. 
3 King. Thou art deceiu'd, my ſonnes ſhall be my baile, 
© And ſend thee there in deſpight of him. 
Hoe, where are you boyes ? 
Queene. Call Clifford hither preſently. 


Enter the duke of Yorkes ſonnes, Edward the earle of March, 
and crooke-backe Richard at the one doore, with drum and 
ſoldiors: and at the other doore, enter Clifford and his 
fonne, with drumme and ſoldiours, and Clifford kneeles to l 


Henry, and ſþeakes. 


Cliff. Long line my noble lord, and ſoueraigne king. 
Yorke. We thanke thee Ci ford. 
Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes, 
It thou didſt miſtake, we pardon thee, kneele againe. 
Cliff. Why, I did no way miſtake, this is my king. 
What is he mad? To bedlam with him. 
King. I, a bedlam franticke humor drives him thus 
To leuie armes againſt his lawfull king. 
Clif. Why doth not your grace ſend him to the tower ? 
©ueene. He is arreſted, but will not obey, 
His ſonnes he ſaith, ſhall be his baile. 
Yrke. How ſay you boyes, will you not? 
Edward. Yes noble father, if our words will ſerue. 
Richard, And if our words will not, our ſwords ſhall. 
Yorke. Call hither to the ſtake, my two rough beares. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſelte. 
Yorke, Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haſt. 
Both thou and they ſhall curſe this fatall houre. 


Enter 
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Enter at one doore, the earles of Saliſbury and Warwicke, 12; 
drum and foldiours. And at the other doore, the duke if 
Buckingham, with drum and ſoldiours. 


ClifF. Are theſe thy beares ? wee'l baite them ſoone, 
Deſpight of thee, and all the friends thou haſt, 
War. You had beſt go dreame againe, 
To keepe you from the tempeſt of the field. 
Clif. I am reſolu'd to beare a greater ſtorme, 
Then any thou canſt coniure vp to day, 
And that Ile write vpon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſhold badge, 
Mar. Now by my fathers age, olde Neuils creſt, 
The rampant beare chaind to the ragged ſtaffe, 
This day Ile weare aloft my burgonet, 
As on a mountaine top the Cedar ſhowes, 
That keepes his leaues in ſpight of any ſtorme, 
Euen to affright thee with the view thereof. 
Clif. And from thy burgonet will I rend the beare, 
And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, 
Deſpight the beare-ward that protects him ſo. 


Yong. Clif. And ſo renowned ſoueraigne to armes, 
To quell theſe traitors and their complices. 


Richard. Fie, charity for ſhame, ſpeake it not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſap with Teſus Chriſt to night. 


Yong Clif. Foule ſtigmaticke thou canſt not tell. 
Rich. No, for if not in heauen, Tory ſurely ſup in hell. 
Exit omnes. 


Alarmes to the battaile, and then enter the duke of Somerſet 
and Richard fighting, and Richard kils vim under the ſigne 
of the Caſtle in S. Albones. 


Rich, So, lie thou there, and tumble in thy blood, 
What” 5 heere, the _ of the Caſtle ? 


Then 
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Then the propheſie is come to paſſe, 

For Somerſet was fore-warnd of caſtles, 

The which he alwayes did obſerue. 

And now behold, vnder a paltry ale-houſe ſigne, 

The Caftle in S. Albones, 

Somerſet hath made the wizzard famous by his death, Exit. 


Alarmes againe, and enter the earle of Warwicke alone. 


Warwick. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals, 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the beare, 
Now whilſt the angry trumpets ſound alarmes, 
And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 1 
Cliford I ſay, come forth and fight with me, . 1 
Proud northerne lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 1 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee to armes. i 
Clifford ſpeakes within, 
Clif. Warwicke ſtand ſtill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering curtelax, throgh the fainting troops 
to finde thee out. 
IWarwicke ſtand ſtill and ſtir not till I come. 


Enter Yorke. l 


War. How now my lord, what a foote ? 1 
Who kild your horſe? 1 

Yorke. The deadly hand of Cliford. Noble lord, Wi 
Fiue horſe this day ſlaine vader me, ö 
And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue, 
But I did kill his horſe he lou'd ſo well. 
The bonieſt grey that ere was bred in north, 
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Enter Clifford, and Warwicke offers to fight with him. 


Hold Warwicke, and ſeeke thee out ſome other chale, 1 5 
My ſelfe will hunt this deare to death. {| ("HR 
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War. Brave lord, tis for a crowne thou fights, 
Clifford farwell, as I intend to proſper well to day, 
It grieues my ſoule to leaue thee vnaſſailde. 
Exit Warwicke. 
Yorke. Now Cl; aer ſince we are ſingled heere alone, 
Be this the day of doome to one of vs, 
For now my heart hath ſworne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Clifford. And heere I ſtand, and pitch my foote to thine, 
Vowing neuer to ſtir, till thou or I be flaine. 
For neuer ſhall my heart be ſafe at reſt, 
Till I haue ſpoild the hatetull houſe of Yorke, 
Alarmes, and they fight, and Yorke hils Clifford. 
Yorke. Now Lancaſter ſit ſure, thy ſinewes ſhrinke, 
Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 
Yeeld vp thy crowne vato the prince of Yorke, 
| Exit Yorke, 


Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alone. 


Dong Cliford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may ſeeke my aged father forth? 

Oh diſmall ſight, ſee where he breathleſſe lies, 

All ſmeard and weltred in his luke-warme blood, 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houſe, 

Sweete father, to thy murdred ghoſt I ſweare 

Immortall hate vato the houſe of Yorke, 

Nor neuer ſhall I ſleepe ſecure one night, 

Till I haue furiouſly renengde thy death, 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 
He tales him vþ on his backe, 

And thus as old Anhkifes ſonne did beare 

His aged father on his manly backe, 

And fought with him againſt the bloody Greekes, 


Euen 
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Euen ſo will I. But ſtay, heer's one of them, 
To whom my ſoule hath ſworne immortall hate. 


Enter Richard, and then Clifford layes downe his father, fig hies 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 


Out crook'd-backe villaine, get thee from my ſight, 
But I will after thee, and once againe 

(When I haue borne my father to his tent) 

lle try my fortune better with thee yet. 


Exit yong Clifford with his father. 


| Alarmes againe, and then enter three or foure, bearing the 
duke of Buckingham wounded to his tent. 


Alarmes ftill, and then enter the King and Queene. 


Oneene. Away my lord, and flye to London ſtraight, 
Make haſt, for vengeance comes along with them : 
Come, ſtand not to expoſtulate let's go. 
King. Come then faire queene, to London let vs haſt, 
And ſummon vp a parliament with ſpeede, 
To ſtop the fury of theſe dyre events. 
Exit King and Queene. 


Alarmes, and then a flouriſh, and enter the duke of Yorke, 
Edward, and Richard. 


Yorke, How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 
I hope to vs and ours, for Englands good, 
And our great honour, that ſo long we loſt, 
Whilſt faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 
But did you ſee old Salſbury, ſince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 
I would not for the loſſe of this right hand, 
That ought but well betide that good old man. 
VoL. III. 1 Rich. 
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Rich. My lord, J ſa him in the thickeſt throng, 
Charging his lance with his old weary armes, 
And thrice I ſaw him beaten from his horſe, 
And thrice this hand did ſet him vp againe, 
And ſtill he fought with courage gainſt his foes, 
The boldeſt ſpirited man that ere mine eyes beheld. 


Enter Saliſbury and Warwicke. 


Edward. See noble father, where they both do come, 
The onely props vato the houſe of Yorke. 
Sal. Well haſt thou fought this day, thou valiant duke, 
And thou brave bud of Yorkes encreaſing houſe, 
The ſmall remainder of my weary life, 
I hold for thee, for with thy warlike arme, 
Three times this day thou haſt preſeru'd my life. 
Yorke. What ſay you lords, the king is fled to London? 
There as I heere to hold a parliament. 
What ſaies lord Warwicke, ſhall we after them? 
War. After them, nay before them if we can : 
Now by my faith lords, t'was a glorious day. 
Saint Albones battaile won by famons Yorke, 
Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 
Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to vs befall. 


Exit omncs. 
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Enter Richard duke of Yorke, the earle of Warwicke, the duke 
of Norfolke, marqueſſe Mountague, Edward earle of March, 
then crogke backe Richard, and the young carle of Rutland, 
with drum and ſouldiers, with white roſes in their hats. 


Warwicke. 


Wonder how the king eſcap'd our hands. 
Yorke. Whilſt we purſu'd the horſemen of the north; 

He lily ſtole away and left his men: 

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat, 
Charg'd our maine battels front, and there with him 
Lord Stafford and lord Clifford all abreſt 
Brake in, and were by th'hands of common ſouldiers flaine. 
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Dare ſtirre a wing, if Warwicke ſhake his bels. 
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Edward. Lord Staffords father, duke of Buckingham, 
Is either ſlaine or wounded dangerouſly. 
I cleft his beuer with a down - right blow: 
Father, that this is true, beho!d his blood. 
Mont. And brother, heeres the earle of Wilt/hires blood, 
Whom I encounter'd as the battailes ioyn'd. 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
Yorke. What is your grace dead my lord of Somer/ct ? 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of hn of Gaunt. 
Rich, Thus do I hope to ſhape king Henries head. 
War. And ſo do I victorious prince of Yorke, 
Before I fee thee ſeated in that throne, 


Which now the houſe of Lancaſter vſurpes, 


I vow by heauen, theſe eyes ſhall neuer cloſe. 
This is the palace of that fearefull king, 
And that the regall chaire : poſſeſſe it Yorke, 
For this is thine, and not king Henries heyres, 
Yorke. Aſſiſt me then ſweet Warwicke, and I will: 
For hither are we broken in by force. | 
Norf. Weell all aſſiſt thee, and he that flyes ſhall dye. 
York. Thankes gentle Norfolke. Stay by me my lords, 
And ſoldiers ſtay you heere, and lodge this night. 
War. And when the king comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleſſe he fecke to put vs out by force. 
Rich. Arm'd as we be let's ſtay within this houſe. 
War. The bloody parliament ſhall this be calt'd, 
Vnleſſe Plantagenet duke of Yorke be king, 
And baſhfull Henry be depoſde, whoſe cowardiſe 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Yorke, Then leaue me not my lords: for now I meane 


To take poſſeſſion of my right. 


War. Neither the king, nor him that loues him beſt, 
The proudeſt bird that holds vp Lancaſter, 
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Ile plant Plantagenet: and roote him out who dares ? 


Reſolue thee Richard, claime the Eugliſb crowne. 


Enter king Henry the Axt, with the D. of Exceſter, the earle 


of Northumberland, the earle of Weſtmerland, and 


Clif- 


ford the earle of Cumberland, with red roſes in their hats, 


King. Looke Jordings where the ſturdy rebell ſits, 
Euen in the chaire of ſtate : belike he meanes 
(Back'd by the power of Warwicke that falſe peere) 

To aſpire vato the crowne, and reigne as king. 

Earle of Northumberland, he ſlew thy father, 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow'd reuenge, 

On him, his ſonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 
North. And if I be not, heauens be reueng'd on me. 


Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in ſteele. 
Weft, What? ſhall we ſuffer this? Let's pull him e. 


My heart for anger breakes, I cannot ſpeake. 
King. Be patient gentle earle of Veſimerland. 
Clif. Patience is for pultrounes, ſuch as he; 
He durſt not fit there had your father liu'd. 
My gracious dord, heere in the parliament, 
Let vs aſſaile the family of Yorke. 
North. Well haſt thou ſpoken coſen, be it fo. 
King. O know you not the citty fauours them, 


And they haue troopes of ſouldiers at their becke. 


Exet. But when the duke is ſlaine, theyl quickly flye. 


King. Far be it from the thoughts of Henries heart, 
To make a ſhambles of the parlament houſe: 
Coſen of Exeter, words, frownes, and threats, 
Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vſe. 
Thou factious duke of Yorke, deſcend my throne, 
I am thy ſoueraigne. 
Yorke. Thou art deceiu'd, I am thine. 


Exet. For ſhame come downe, he made thee duke of Yorke. 


I 3 
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Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kititome ts. 
Exet. Thy father was a traitor to the crowne. 
War. Exeter thou art a traitor to the crowne, 

In following this vſurping Henry. 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow but his naturall king, 
War. True Cliford, and thats Richard duke of Yorke. 
King. And ſhall I ſtand while thou ſitſt in my throne ? 
Yorke. Content thy ſelfe, it muſt and ſhall be fo. 
War. Be duke of Lancafter, let him be king. 
Weſt. Why? he is both king and duke of Lancaſter, 
And that the earle of Veſtmerland ſhall maintaine. 
War. And Warwicke ſhall diſprooue it. You forget 
That we are thoſe that chac'd you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours ſpred 
Marcht through the citty to the pallas gates. 
North. No Warwicke, I remember't to my greefe : 
And by his ſoule, thou and thy houſe ſhall rew it. 
Weſt. Plantagenet of thee and of thy ſonnes, 
Thy kinſmen and thy friends, Ile haue more lives, 
Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 
Clif. Vrge it no more, leaſt in revenge thereof, 
I ſend thee Warwicke ſuch a meſſenger, 
As ſhall revenge his death before I ſtirre. 
Mar. Poore Clifford, how I ſcorne thy worthleſſe threats. 
Werle. Will ye we ſhew our title to the crowne, 
Or elſe our ſwords ſhall pleade it in the field? 
King. What title haſt thou traitor to the crowne ? 
Thy father was as thou art, duke of Yorke : 
Thy grand-father Rzger Mortimer earle of Marth. 
I am the ſonne of Henry the fift, who tam'd the French, 
And made the Dolphin ſtoope, and ſeiz'd vpon 
Their townes and prouinces. ; 


War. Talke not of France fince thou haſt loſt it all, 


King. 
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King. The lord protector loſt it, and not I, 
When I was crown'd, I was but nine months old. 

Rich. Y'are old enough now, and yet methinkes you loſe * 
Father, teare the crowne from the vſurpers head. 

Edu. Do ſo {weet father, ſet it on your head. 


Mont. Good brother, as thou lou'ſt and honour'ſt armes, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cauilling thus, 


Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will flye. 
Yorke. Peace ſonnes. 
North. Peace thou, and giue king Henry leaue to ſpeake. 
King. Ah Plantagenet, why ſeek'ſt thou to depoſe me? 
Are we not both Plantagenets by birth ? 
And from two brothers lineally deſcent ? 
. Suppoſe by right and equity thou be king: 8 
Thinkſt thou, that I will leaue my kingly ſeate, if 
Wherein my father, and my grandſire ſate ? | 
No, firſt ſhall warre vnpeople this my realme, i 
I and our colours often borne in France, if 
And now in England (to our hearts great ſorrow) 
Shall be my winding ſheet. Why faint you lords ? 
My titles better farre than his. 
Mar. Proue it Henry, and thou ſhalt be king. 
King. Why Henry the fourth by conqueſt got the crowne. 1 
Yorke, Twas by rebellion gainſt his ſoueraigne. 15 
King. 1 know not what to ſay, my titles weake, it 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heire ? 19 
War. What then? | 
King, Then am I lawfull king, For Richard 
The ſecond, in the view of many lords, 
Reſign'd the crowne to Henry the fourth, 
Whole heire my father was, and I am his. 
Yorke, I tell thee he roſe againſt him being his ſoueraigne, 
And made him to reſigne the crowne perforce. 
14 7 War. 
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War. Suppoſe my lord he did it vnconftrain'd, 

Thinke you that were preindiciall to the crowne ? 
Exet. No, for he could not ſo reſigne the crowne, 

But that the next heyre muſt ſucceede and reigne. 
King. Art thou againſt vs duke of Exeter ? 

- - Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
King. All will reuolt from me, and rurne to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claime thou laiſt, 

Thinke not king Henry ſhall be thus depoſde. 

Mar. Depoſd he ſhall be in deſpight of thee. 

© "Nor. Tuſh Warwicke, thou art deceiu'd : 

Tis not thy ſoutherne powers of Ee, Suffolke, Norfolke, 

And Kent, that makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 

Can ſet the duke vp in deſpight of me. 
Clif. King Henry be thy title right or wrong, 

Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and ſwallow me aliue, 

Where I do kneele to him that flew my father. 
King. O Clifferd, how thy words reuiue my ſoule. 
Yorke. Henry of Lancaſter reſigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you? Or what conſpire you lords? 
Mar. Do right vnto this princely duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houſe with armed men, 


Enter ſoldiers. 


And ouer the chaire of ſtate where now he ſits, 
Write vp his title with thy vſurping blood. 
King. O Warwicke, heare me ſpeake: 
Let me but reigne in quiet while I live. 
Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mine heires, 
And thou ſhalt reigne in quiet whilſt thou liu'ſt. 
| King. Conuey the ſouldiers hence, and then I will. 
Var. Captaine conduct them into Tut ill fields. 
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Clif. What wrong is this vnto the prince your ſon ? 
War. What good is this for England and himſelfe? 
North., Baſe, fearfull, and deſpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haſt thou wronged both thy ſelfe and vs ? 
Weſt. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe articles. 


Clif. Nor I, come coſen lets go tell the queene. Exit. 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houſe of Yorke, | 
And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. Exit. 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayſt thou be ouercome, 
Or live in peace abandond and deſpiſd. Exit. 


Exet. They ſeeke reuenge, and therefore will not yeelde my 
lord. 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

War. Why chould you ſigh my ny ? 

King. Not for my ſelfe lord Warwicke, but my ſonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally ſhall diſinherit. 
But be it as it may. I heere intaile the crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 
That heere thou take an oath, 5 
To ceaſe theſe ciuill broyles, and whilſt J live 

To honor me as thy king and ſoueraigne. 
Port. That oath I willingly take, and will performe. 
War. Long line king Henry. Plantagenet embrace him. 
King. And long line thou, and all thy forward ſonnes. 
Yorke. Now Yorke and Lancaſter are reconcilde. 
Exet. Accurſt be he that ſeekes to make them foes. 
DOTY. Sound trumpets. 
Yorke. My lord, Ile take my leaue, 
For Ile to Wakefie!d, to my caſtle. 

Exit Yorke and his ſonnes. 

Mar. And lle keepe Landon with my ſouldiors. Exit. 

Norf. And Ile to Nor/olke with my followers, Exit. 

Mont. And I to the ſea from wheace I came, Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter the Queene and the Prince. 


Exet. My lord, heere comes the queene, Ile ſteale away, 


King. And ſo will I. 

Queene. Nay ſtay, or elſe Ile follow thee. 
King. Be patient gentle queene, and then Ile ſtay, 
Nene. What patience can there be? ah timerous man, 

Thou haſt vndone thy ſelfe, thy ſonne, and me, 

And giuen our rights vnto the houſe of Yorke. 

Art thou a king, and wilt be for'cſt to yeeld? 

Had I bene there, the ſouldiers ſhould haue toſt 

Me on their launces points, before I would haue 

Granted to their wils. The duke is made 

Protector of the land: ſterne Fawconbridge 

Commands the narrow ſeas: and think'ſt thou then 

To fleepe ſecure ? I heere diuorce me Henry 

From thy bed, vntill that ate of parliament 

Be recald, wherein thou yeeldeſt to the houſe of Yorke, 

The northerne lords that haue forſworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread, 

And ſpread they ſhall vato thy deepe diſgrace. 

Come ſonne, lets away, and leaue him heere alone. 
King. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me ſpeake. 
Qu. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already, therefore be till. 
King. Gentle ſonne Edward, wilt thou ſtay with me ? 
Quecne. I, to be murdered by his enemies, Exit. 
Prin. When I returne with victory from the field, 

Ile ſee your grace, till then Ile follow her. Exit. 
King. Poore queene, her loue to me and to the prince her 

ſon a 

Makes her in furie thus to forget her ſelfe. 

Reuenged may ſhe be on that accurſed duke. 

Come coſen of Exeter, ſtay thou heere, 
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For Clifford and thoſe northerne lords be gone, 
1 feare towards Wakefield, to diſturbe the duke. 


| Eater Edward, and Richard, and Montague. 


Edu. Brother, and coſen Montague, giue me leaue to 
ſpeake. 

Rich. Nay, I can better play the orator. 

Mont. But I haue reaſons ſtrong and forceable. 


Enter the duke of Yorke. 


Yorke. How now ſonnes what at a iarre amongſt your ſelues ? 
Rich. No father, but a ſweete contention, about that which 

concernes your ſelfe and vs, the crowne of England father. 

Yorke. The crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue, 
And I haue ſworne that he ſhall reigne in quiet till his death. 

Ed. But I would breake an hundied oaths to reigne one 
yeare. 

Rich. And if it pleaſe your grace to giue me leaue, 
Ile ſhew your grace the way to ſaue your oath, 
And diſpoſſeſſe king Henry from the crowne. 

Yorke. I prethe Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my lord. 
An oath is of no moment, 
Being not ſworne before a lawfull magiſtrate. | 
Henry is none, but doth vſurpe your right, 1 
And yet your grace ſtands bound to him by oath. il 
Then noble father reſolue your ſelfe, 
And once more claime the crowne. 

Yorke. I, faiſt thou fo boy? why then it ſhall be ſo, 
I am reſolu'd to win the erowne, or dye. 
Edward, thou ſhalt to Edmund Brooke lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſbmen will willingly rife. 
Thou coſen Montague ſhalt to Norfolke ſtraight, 
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And bid the duke to muſter vp his ſoldiours, 
And come to me to Wakefield preſently, | 
And Richard, thou to London ſtraight ſhalt poſte, 
And bid Richard Meuill earle of Warwicke, 

To leaue the citty, and with his men of warre, 
To meete me at S. Albones ten dayes hence. 
My ſelfe heere in Sandall caſtle will provide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 
Now, what newes ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My lord, the queene with thirty thouſand men, 
Accompanied with the earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland, and Weſtmerland, 

With others of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
Are marching towards Wakefield, 
To beſiedge you in your caſtle heere. 


Enter fir Tohn, and fir Hugh Mortimer. 


Yorke. A Gods name let them come, 
Couſin Montague, poſte you hence. 
And boyes ſtay you with me. 
Sir John and fir Hugh Mortimer mine vnckles, 
Yeare welcome to Sandall in an happy houre, 
The army of the queene meanes to beſiedge vs. 
Sir Iohn. She ſhall not neede my lord, 
Wee'l meete her in the field. . 
Yorke. What, with five thouſand ſouldiors, vnckle ? 
Rich. I father, with fine hundred for a neede, 
A woman's generall, what ſhould you feare? 
Yorke. Indeed, many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Nermandy, when as the enemie 


Hath 
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Path bin ten to one, and why ſhould I now doubt 
Of the like ſucceſſe ? Tam reſolu'd. Come lets goe. 
Edw. Let's march away, I heare their drums. Exit. 


Alarmes, and then enter the young earle of Rutland and his tutor. 


Tutor. Oh flye my lord, lets leaue the caſtle, 
And flye to Wakefield ſtraight. 


Enter Clifford. 


Rut. O tutor, looke where bloody Clifford comes. 
Clif. Chaplaine away, thy prieſthood ſaues thy life, 
As for the brat of that accurſed duke, 
Whoſe father ſlew my father, he ſhall dye. 
Tutor. Oh Clifford, ſpare this tender lord, leaſt 
Heauen reuenge it on thy head: oh ſaue his life. 
Cliff. Soldiors away, and drag him hence perforce : 
Away with the villaine. Exit Chaplaine. 
How now, what dead already ? or is it feare that 
Makes him cloſe his eyes? Ile open them. 
Rut. So lookes the pent vp lion on the lambe, 
And fo he walkes inſulting ore his prey, 
And ſo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in ſunder, 
Oh Clifford, kill me with thy ſword, and 
Not with ſuch a cruell threatning looke, 
I am too meane a ſubiect for thy wrath, 
Be thou reuendge on men, and let me liue. 
Clif. In vaine thou ſpeakeſt poore boy: my fathers 
Blood hath ſtopt the paſſage where thy words ſhould enter. 
Rut. Then let my fathers blood ope it againe, he is a 
Man, and Ciford cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy brethren heere, their lines and thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me. 
Or ſhould I dig vp thy fore-tathers graues, 


And hang their rotten coflins vp in chaines, 
It 
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It could flake mine ire, nor caſe my heart, 

The ſight of any of the houſe of Yorke, *. 

Is as a fury to torment my ſoule. 

Therefore till I roote out that curſed line, 

And leaue not one on earth, Ile live in hell therefore. 

Rut. Oh let me pray, before I take my death. 
| To thee I pray: ſweet Clifford pitty me. 
| Clif. 1, ſuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me ? 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But t'was ere I was borne. 

Thou haſt one ſonne, for his fake pitty me, 
Leaſt in reuenge thereof, ſith God is juſt, 

He be as miſerably ſlaine as I. RY 

| Oh, let me liue in priſon all my dajes, 

| And when I giue occaſion of offence. 

| Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 

Clif. No caule ? Thy father ſlew my father, therefore die, 
Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet, 
And this thy ſonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruſt vpon my weapon, till thy blood 
| Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit, 


Alarmes, enter the duke of Yorke ſolus. 


Yorke. Ah Yorke, poſte to thy caftle, ſaue thy life, 
The goale is loſt, thou houſe of Lancaſter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 

That heauen .abridgde my daies, and cals me hence, 
But God knowes what chance hath betide my ſonnes : 
But this I know, they haue demeand themſelues, 
Like men borne to renowe by life or death: 

Three times this day came Richard to my ſight, 

And cried courage, father: victory or death. 

And twice ſo oft came Edward to my view, 
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With purple faulchion painted to the hilts, 101 
In bloud of thoſe whom he had ſlaughtered. 
Oh harke, I heare the drums. No way to flie? 

No way to ſaue my life? and heere I ſtay : 

And heere my life muſt end. 


Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland, and the ſoldiours. 


Come bloudy Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
I dare your quenchleſſe fury to more bloud : 
This is the but, and this abides your ſhot. 
Northum. Yeeld to our mercies, proud Plantagenet, 
Clif. I, to ſuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 
With downe right payment lent vato my father, : 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 
And made an evening at the noone tide pricke. 
Yorke. My aſhes like the Phenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 
And in that hope I caſt mine eyes to heauen, ih 
Scorning what ere you can afflict me with, ith; 1. 
Why ſtay you lords ? What, multitudes and feare ? i 
Clif. So cowards fight when they can flie no longer, 
So doues do pecke the rauens piercing tallents, ; 
So deſperate theeues, all hopeleſſe of their lines, 
Breathe out inuectiues gainſt the officers. 
Yorke. Oh Clifford, yet bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy minde ore-runne my former time, 
And byte thy tongue that ſlanderſt him with cowardiſe, 
Whoſe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. | 16 
Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, 11 
But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. f 
Queene. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes = 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. % | 
Wrath makes him deafe, ſpeake thou Northumberland. 
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Nor. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 
To pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart, 
What valour where it when a curre doth grin, 

For one to thruſt his hand betweene his teeth, 
When he might ſpurne him with his foote away? 
Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 

And ten to one, is no impeach in warres. 


Fight and take him 


Clif. I, 1, fo ſtrives the woodcoke with the gin. 
orth. So doth the cunny ſtruggle with the net. 
Yorke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer'd booty, 
So true men yeeld, by robbers ouer-matcht. 
North. What will your grace haue done with him ? 
®Pveene. Braue warriours, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand vpon this mole-hill heere, 
That aimde at mountaines with out-ſtretched arme, 
And parted but the ſhadow with his hand. 
Was it you that reneld in our parliament, 
And made a prechment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſſe of ſonnes to backe you now? 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George ? 
Or wher's that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
Dickey your boy, that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his dad in mutinies ? 
Or mongſt the reſt, where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Yorke, I dipt this napkin in the blood, | 
That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point, 
Made iſſue from the boſome of thy boy. 
And if thine eyes can water for his death, 
1 giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 
Alas poore Yorke : but that I hate thee much, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
I prethee grieue to make me merry, Yorke : 
Stampe, raue, and fret, that I may ſing and dance. 
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What, hath thy fiery heart ſo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rut/ands death? 
Thou wouldſt be feede I fee, to make me ſport. 
Yorke cannot ſpeake, vnleſſe he weare a crowne. 
A crowne for Yorke, and lords bow low to him. 
So, hold you his hands, whilſt I do ſet it on. 
I, now lookes he like a king. 
This is he that tooke king Henriæs chaire, 
And this is he was his adopted heyre. 
But how is it that great Plantagenet, 
Is crownd fo ſoone, and broke his holy oath, 
As I bethinke me, you ſhould not be king, 
Till our Henry had ſhooke hands with death, 
And will you impale your head with Henries glory, 
And rob his temples of the diadem 
Now in his life, againſt your holy oath ? 
Ch, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 
Off with the crowne, and with the crowne his head, 
And whilſt we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
if. That's my office for my fathers death. 
Oucene, Yet ſtay, and lets heare the oriſons he makes. 
Yorke. She wolfe of France, but worſe then wolues of 
France ; | 
Whoſe tongue's more poiſon'd then the adders tooth, 
How ill beſeeming is it in thy ſexe, 
To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 
Vpon his woes, whom fortune captiuates ? 
But that thy face is viſard-like vnchanging, 
Made impudent by vſe of euill deeds ; 
I would aſſay, proud queene to make thee bluſh, 
To tell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu'de, 
I' were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, were thou nor ſhameleſſe. 
Thy father beares the type of king of Nap!es,. 
Of both the Ci/ales, and leruſalem, 
vol. III. K vet 
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Yet not ſo wealthy as an Engliſb yeoman. 

Hath that poore monarch taught thee to inſult? 
It needs not, or it bootes thee not proud queene, 
Vnleſſe the adage mult be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted, run their horſe to death. 
Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

But God he wots, thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moſt admir'd, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them ſeeme diuine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 
Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the ſouth to the ſeptentrion, 


Oh tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide; 


How couldſt thou draine the life blood of the childe, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withall, 
And yet be ſeene to beare a womans face ? 
Women are milde, pittifull, and flexible, 
Thou indurate, ſterne, rough, remorceleſſe. 
Bids thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy will. 
Wouldſt haue me weepe? why ſo, thou haſt thy wiſh. 
For raging windes blow vp a ſtorme of teares, 
And when the rage alaes, the raine begins. 
Theſe teares are my ſweet Rutlands obſequies, 
And every drop begs vengeance as it fals, 
On thee fell Cliord, and the falſe French-woman. 
North. Beſhrew me but his paſſions moue me ſo, 
As hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 
Yorke. That face of his, the hungry cannibals 


Could not haue toucht, would not haue ſtain'd with bloud; 


But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Q ten times more then tygers of Arcadia. 
Ses ruthleſſe queene, a hapleſſe fathers teares. 
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This cloth thou dipts in blood of my ſweete boy, 
And loe, with teares I waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the napkin, and go boaſt of that, 
And if thou tell the ſtory well, 
Vpon my ſoule the hearers will ſhed teares, 
I, euen my foes will ſhed faſt falling tears, 
And ſay, alaſſe, it was a pitteous deed. 
Here, take the crowne, and with the crowne my curſe; 
And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reape at thy too cruell hands, 
Hard harted Clifford, take me from the world, 
My ſoule to heauen, my blood vpon your heads. 
MWorth. Had he bin ſlaughterman of all my kin, 
I could not chuſe but weepe with him, to ſee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 
924. What, weeping ripe, my lord Northumberland 2 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 
Cliff. There's for my oath, there's for my fathers death, 
Queen. And there's to right our gentle harted kinde. 
Yorke. Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 
My ſoule flies foorth to meete with thee. 
Queene. Off with his head, and ſet ic on Yorke gates, 
So Yorke may ouer-looke the towne of Yorke. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Edward and Richard, with drum and ſoldiours. 


Edw. After this dangerous fight and hapleſſe warre, 
How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 
Rich. I cannot joy vntill I be reſolu'd, 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
How often did I ſee him beare himſelfe, 
As doth a lyon midſt a heard of neat, 
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So fled the enemies from our valiant father, 
Methinkes tis pride enough to be his ſonne. 
| Three ſunnes appeare in the ayre, 
Edw. Loe, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farwell of the glorious ſunne, 
Dazzle mine eyes, or do I fee three ſuns ? 
Rich. Three glorious ſunnes, not ſeparated by a racking 
cloud | 
But ſeuered in a pale cleere ſhining ſky, 
See, ſee, they ioyne, embrace, and ſeeme to kiſſe, 
As if they vowd ſome league inuiolate. 
Now are they but one lampe, one light, one ſunne, 
In this the heauens doth figure ſome euent. 
Edw. I thinke it cites vs brother to the field, 
That we the ſonnes of braue Plantagenet, 
Already each one ſhining by his meed, 
May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world, 
As this the earth, and therefore hence forward, 
Ile beare vpon my target, three faire ſhining ſuns. 
But what art thou that look'ſt ſo heauily ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Oh, one that was a wofull looker on, 
When as the noble duke of Yorke was ſlaine. 
Ed. Oh ſpeake no more, for I can heare no more. 

Rich. Tell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 
e. When as the noble duke was put to flight, 
And then purſude by Cliford and the queene, 
And many ſouldiors moe, who all at once 
Let driue at him, and forc'ſt the duke to yeeld, 
And then they ſet him on a mole-hill there, 

And crown'd the gracious duke in high deſpite, 
Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 


The ruthleſſe queene perceiuing he did weepe, 
Gaue 
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= Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes, "14 
| Dipt in the blood of ſweet young Rutland, 4 
By rough Clifford ſlaine: who weeping tooke it vp. 
Then through his breſt they thruſt their bloody ſwords, 
Who like a lambe fell at the butchers feete. 
Then on the gates of Yorke they ſet his head, 
And there it doth remaine the pitteous ſpectacle 
Hl That ere.mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon, 
Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs: 
Now my ſoules palace is become a priſon. 
oh would ſhe breake from compalle of my breſt, 
For neuer ſhall I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, for all my breaſts moyſture 
Scarſe ſerues to quench my furnace burning hate : 
I cannot ioy till this white roſe be dy'de, 
Euen in the heart blood of the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Richard, I bare thy name, and Ile revenge thy death, 
Or dye my ſelfe in ſeeking of reuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee, 0 10 
His chaire and dukedome that remaines for me. 1 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagles bird, 

Shew thy deſcent by gazing gainſt the ſunne, 
For chaire, and dukedome; throne and kingdome ſay, 
For either that is thine, or elſe thou wert not his. 
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Enter the earle of Warwicke, Montague, with drum, ancient, 
| and ſouldiers. 
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War. How now faire lords: what fare? What newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warwicke, ſhould we report the balefull newes, 
And at each words deliverance, ſtab ponyards in our fleſh 
Till all were told, the words would adde 
More anguiſh then the wounds. | | 9 
Ah valiant lord, the duke of Yorke is ſlaine. 1 | 1 
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Edw. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenet 


Which held thee deere: I, euen as his ſoules redemption, 


Is by the ſterne lord Clifford, done to death. 


War. Ten dayes ago I drown'd\ thoſe newes in teares, 


And now to adde more meaſure to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes ſince then befalne. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your braue father breath'd his lateſt gaſpe, 
Tydings as ſwiftly as the poſt could runne, 

Was brought me of your loſſe, and his departure. 
I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muſtred my ſoldiers, gathered flockes of friends, 
And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the queene, 
Bearing the king in my behalfe along. 

For by my ſcouts I was aduertiſed, 

That ſhe was comming, with a full intent 

To daſh your late decree in parliament, 
Touching king Henries heires, and your ſucceſſion, 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met, 


Our battailes ioyn'd, and both ſides fiercely fought : 


But whether *twas the coldneſſe of the king, 

(He look'd full gently on his warlike queene) 
That rob'd my ſouldiers of their heated ſpleene. 
Or whether *twas report of his ſucceſſe, 

Or more then common feare of Clfords rigour, 
Who thunders to his captaines blood and death, 
T cannot tell. But to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to liglitnings went and came. 
Our ſouldiers, like the night-owles lazy flight, 
Or like an ydle threſher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe, as if they ſmote their friends. 
I cheer'd them vp with iuſtice of the cauſe, 
With promiſe of hye pay, and great rewards : 


But 
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go that we fled. The king vnto the queene, 
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hut all in vaine, they had no hearts to fight, 
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Lord George your brother, Norfolke, and my ſelfe, 
In haſt, poſte haſt, are come to ioyne with you, 
For in the marches heere we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight againe. 
Edw. Thankes gentle Warwicke, 
How farre hence is the duke with his power ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

Mar. Some five miles off the duke is with his power. 
But as for your brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kinde aunt, dutcheſſe of Burgundie, 

With aide of {ouldiers 'gainſt this needfull warre, 

Rich. T was ods belike, when valiant Farwicke fled, 
Oft haue I heard thy praiſes in purſuite, 

But nere till now thy ſcandall of retire. 

Mar. Nor now my ſcandall Richard doſt thou heare : 
For thou ſhalt, know that this right hand of mine, | 
Can plucke tbe diadem ſrom faint Henries head, 5 i 
And wring the awefull ſcepter from his fiſt, | 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he is fam'd for mildeneſſe, peace, and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well lord Warwicke, blame me not, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me ſpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what's to be done ? 

Shall we go throw away our coates of ſteele, 

And clad our bodies in blacke mourning gownes, 
Numbring our Auemaries with our beads ? 16 1 
Or ſhall we on the helmets of our foes, 1 
Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes? 2 
It for the laſt, ſay I, and to it lords. Ws 

War. Why therefore Warwicke came to finde you out: ; | 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 1 
K 4 Attend 4 
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With all the friends that thou braue earle of March, 
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Attend me lords, the proud inſulting queene, 


With Cliford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 


Haue wrought the eaſie melting king like waxe, 
He ſware conſent to your ſucceſſion, 

His oath inrolled in the parliament, 

But now to London all the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate his oath, or what beſides 

May make againſt the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Their power I geſſe them fifty thouſand ſtrong. 
Now if the helpe of Mfolle and my ſelfe, 

Can but amount to eight and forty thouſand, 


Among the loving Wel/hmen canſt procure, 
Why via, to London will we march amaine, 
And once againe beſtride our foming ſteeds, 
And once againe cry, charge vpon the foe, 
But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 
Rich. L now methlakes J heare great Warwicke ſpeake: 
Nere may he liue to ſee a {unſhine day, 
That cries retire, when Warwzicke bids him ſtay. 
Edu. Lord Warwicke, on thy ſhoulder will 1 leane, 
And when thou faints, mult Edward fall : 
Which perill heauen forefend. 
Maur. No longer earle of March, but duke of Yorke, 
The next degree is, Englands royall king; 
And king of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd, 
In every burrough as we paſſe along: 
And he that caſts not vp his cap for ioy, 
Shall for the offence make forfeite of bp head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, 
But forward to effect theſe reſolutions, 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The duke of Norfolle ſends you word by me, 
The queene is comming with a puiſſant power, 
And craues your company for ſpeedy counſell. 


War. Why then it ſorts braue lords, | 
Let's march away. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter the King and Queene, prince Edward, and the north- 
erne earles, with drumme and ſouldiours, 


Dueene. Welcome my lord to this brave towne of Yorke, 
Yoaders the head of that ambitious enemy, 
That ſought ro be impaled with your crowne. 
Doth not the obiect pleaſe your eye my lord? 

King. Euen as the rockes pleaſe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly haue I infring'd my vow. 

Clif. My gracious lord, this too much lenity 
And harmefull pitty muſt be layde aſide, 


To whom do lyons caſt their gentle lookes ? 


Not to the beaſt that would vſurpc his den. 
Whole hand is that the ſauage beare doth licke ? 
Not his that ſpoyles his young before his face. 
Who ſcapes the lurking ſerpents mortall ſting ? 
Not he that ſets his foote vpon her backe. 

The ſmalleſt worme will turne being troden on, 
And doues will pecke, in reſcue of their brood. 
Ambitious Yorke did leuell at thy crowne, 

Thou ſmiling, while hee knit his angry browes, 
He but a duke, would haue his ſonne a king, 


And raiſe his iſſue like a louing fire. 


Thou being a king, bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Didſt giue conſent to diſinherit him, 


Which argu'd thee a moſt vnnaturall father. 
Vnreaſonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their Te; 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 


Who hath not ſeene them even with thoſe ſame wings, 


Which they haue ſometime vide in fearefull flight, 
Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their neſt, 
Offering their owne lines in their yongs defence ? 
For ſhame my lord, make them your preſident, 
Were it not pitty that this goodly boy, 

Should loſe his birth-right through his fathers fault ? 
And long heereafter, ſay vnto his childe, 

What my great grandfather and grandſire got, 

My careleſſe father fondly gaue away ? 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face, 

Which promiſeth ſucceſſefull fortune to vs all, 
Steele thy melting thoughts, 


To keepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him. 


King, Full well hath Clifford playd the orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But tell me, didſt thou neuer yet heare tell, 
That things ill got had euer bad ſucceſſe, 
And happy euer was it for that ſonne, 
W hole father for his hoording went to hell ? 
I leaue my ſonne my vertuous deeds behinde, 
And would my father had left me no more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch a rate, 
As aſkes a thouſand times more care to keepe, 
Then may the preſent profite counteruaile. 
Ah coſin Yorke, would thy beſt friends did know, 
How it doth greeue me that thy head ſtands there. 


2Preene. My lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow- 


ers faint. 
You promild knight-hood to your princely ſonne, 
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Vnſheath 
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Vaſheath your ſword, and ſtraight way dub him knight, | | 
* Kneele downe Edward. N 
* King. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a knight, 

And learne this leſſon, draw thy ſword in right. 

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leaue, 

lle draw it as apparant to the crowne, 

And in that quarrell, vſe it to the death. 

North, Why that is ſpoken like a toward prince. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Royall commanders, be in readineſſe, 
For with a band of fifty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwzicke, backing of the duke of Yorke. 
And in the townes whereas they paſle along, 
Proclaimes him king, and many flyes to him, 
Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 
Clif. I would your highneſſe would depart the field, 
The queene hath beſt ſucceſſe when you are abſent. 
Queen. Do good my lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. i 
King. Why that's my fortune, therefore Ile ſtay ſtill. | 
Clif. Be it with reſolution then to fight. ö 
Prin. Good father cheere theſe noble lords, 
Vnſheath your ſword, ſweet father cry S. George. 
Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue. 
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Enter the houſe of Yorke, 


Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy crowne ? 
And kneele for mercy at thy ſoueraignes feete ? 

Queen. Go rate thy minions proud inſulting boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy king, and lawfull ſoueraigne? 

Edw. I am his king, and he ſhould bend his knee, 
I was adopted heyre by his conſent. 


—— 


Georges 1 
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George. Since when, he hath broke his oath, 

For as we heare, you that are king 

(Though he do weare the crowne) 

Haue cauſd him by new acte of parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne ſonne in. 
Clif. And reaſon George: 

Who ſhould ſucceede the father, but the ſon ? 
Rich. Are you there butcher ? 
Clif. I crooke-backe, heere I ſtand to anſwer thee, 

Or any of your ſort. 
Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not? 
Clif. Yes, and old Yerke too, and yet not ſatisfied. 
Rich. For Gods ſake lords giue ſignall to the fight, 
Mar. What ſaiſt thou Henry? wilt thou yeelde thy crowne ? 
Queen. What long tongu'd Warwicke, dare you ſpeake ? 

When you and I met at Saint Albons laſt, 

Your legges did better ſeruice then your hands, 
War. I, then twas my turne to flye, but now t'is thine. 
Clif. You faid as much before, and yet you fled. 
Mar. Twas not your valour Clifford droue me thence, 
Nor. No, nor your manhood Warwick, that could make yee 

ſtay. | 

Rich. Northumberland, No rthumberland, we hold 

Thee reuerently. | 

Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 

The execution of my big ſwolne heart, 

Againſt that Cliferd there, that cruel child-killer, 
Clif. Why I kild thy father, calſt thou him a childe ? 
Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous coward, 

As thou didſt kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere ſun- ſet Ile make thee curſſe the deed. 
King, Hane done with words great lords, 

An heare me ſpeake, 
Aleene. Deſie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy lips. 

King. 


* e R 


ww * 
* 


of Yorke and LANCASTER, 


King. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 
I being a king, am priviledg'd to ſpeake. 
Clif. My lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd with words, therefore be ſtill. 
Rich. Then executioner vnſheath thy ſword, 
By him that made vs all, I am reſolu'd 
That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 


Edu. What ſayſt thou Henry, ſhall I haue my right or no? 


A thouſand men haue broke their faſt to day, 
That nere ſhall dine, vnleſſe thou yeeld the crowne. 
Mar. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 
For Yorke in iuſtice, puts his armour on. 
Prin. If all be right that Warwicke ſayes is right, 
There is no wrong, but all things muſt be right. 
Rich. Whoſoeuer got thee, there thy mother ſtands, 
For well I wot thou haſt thy mothers tongue. 
Queen. But thou art neither like thy fire nor dam, 
But like a fowle miſhapen ſtigmaticke, 
Markt by the deſtinies to be auoided, 
As venom'd rodes, or lizards fainting lookes. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Thy father beares the title of a king, 
As if a channell ſhould be cald the fea ; 
Sham'ſt thou not, knowing from whence thou art deriu'de, 
To parlie thus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 
Edw. A wiſpe of ſtraw were worth a thouſand crownes, 
To make that ſhameleſſe callet know her ſelfe, 
Thy huſbands father reueld in the hart of France, 
And tam'de the French, and made the Dolphin ſtoope : 
And had he matcht according to his ſtate, 
He might haue kept that glory till this day. 
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac'ſt thy poore ſire with his bridall day: 
Then that ſun-ſhine bred a ſhowre for him, 
Which waſht his fathers fortunes out of France, 
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And heapt ſeditions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mou'd theſe tumults, but thy pride ? 
Hadſt thou bene meeke, our title yet had ſlept, | 
And we in pitty of the gentle king, | 
Had ſlipt our claime vntill another age. 

George. But when we ſaw our ſummer brought thee gaine, 
And that the harueſt brought vs no increaſe, 
We ſet the axe to thy vſurping roote, 
And though the edge haue ſomething hit our ſelues, 
Yet know thou we will neuer ceaſe to ſtrike, 
Till we haue hewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edu. And in this reſolution, I defie thee, 

Nor willing any longer conference, 
Since thou denieſt the gentle king to ſpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue, 
And either victory, or elle a graue. 

Dueene. Stay Edward, ſtay, 

Edw. Hence wrangling woman, Ile no longer ſtay, 
Thy words will coſt ten thouſand liues to day. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Alarmes. Enter Warwicke. 


War. Sore ſpent with toile, as runners with the race, 
I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 
For ſtrokes receiude, and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit finewes of their ſtrength, 
And force -perforce, needs muſt I reſt my ſelfe. 


. Enter Edward. 


Edw. Smile gentle heauens, or ftrike vngentle death, 
That we may die vnleſſe we gaine the day: 
What fatall ſtarre malignant frownes from heauen, 
Vpon the harmeleſſe line of Yorkes true houſe ? 
| Enter 
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Enter George. 


George. Come brother come, lets to the field againe, 
For yet there's hope enough to win the day: 
Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, 
Leaſt they retire now we haue left the field. 
War. How now my lords, what hap ? what hope of good? 


Enter Richard running. 


Rich. Ah Warwicke, why haſt thou withdrawne thy ſelfe ? 
Thy noble father in the thickeſt throngs, 
Cride ſtill for Warwicke, his thrice valiant ſonne, 
Vntill with thouſand ſwords he was beſet, 2 
And many wounds made in his aged breſt, 5 
And as he tottring ſate vpon his ſteede, 
He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 
Richard, commend me to my valiant ſonne, 
And ſtill he cride, Varwicſè revenge my death, 
And with thoſe words he tumbled off his horſe, 
And ſo the noble Sa/ſbury gane vp the ghoſt. 
War. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
Ile kill my horſe, becauſe I will not flie : | 
And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 
Neuer to paſſe from forth this bloudy field, 
Till I am full reuenged for his death. 
Edw. Lord Warwicke, 1 do bend my knees with thine, 
And in that vow now 1oyne my ſoule to thee, 
Thou ſetter vp and puller downe of kings, 
Vouchſafe a gentle victory to vs, 
Or let vs die before we loſe the day. 
George. Then let vs haſte to cheere the fouldiors harts, 
And call them pillars that will ſtand to vs, 
And highly promiſe to remunerate 


Their truſty ſeruice, in theſe dangerous warres. 
Rich, 
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Rich. Come, come away, and ſtand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers, giue me your hands, and let vs part 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 
Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe, 
To ſee theſe dire miſhaps continue fo, 
Warwicke, farewell. 
Har. Away, away, once more ſweete lords farewell, 
Exeunt omnes. 


Alarmes, and then enter Richard at one dovre, and Clifford at 
the other. 


| Rich. A Clifford, a Clifford. 
1 Clif. A Richard, a Richard. | 
Rich. Now Clifford, for Yorke and young Rutlands death, 
This thirſty {word that longs to drinke thy bloud, 
Shall lop thy limbes, and lice thy curſed heart, 
| For to revenge the murders thou haſt made. 
Clif. Now Richard, J am with thee heere alone, 
| This is the hand that ſtab'd thy father Yorke, 
And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 
And heere's the heart that trinmphs in their deaths, 


| And cheeres theſe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
| To execute the like vpon thy ſelfe, 
| And ſo haue ar thee. 


| 
. Alarmes, They fiobt, and then enters Warwicke and reſcues 
Richard, and then exeunt omnes. 


Alarmes ſlill, and then enter Henry ſolus. 


Hen. Oh gracious God of heauen looke downe on vs, 
| And ſet ſome endes to theſe inceſſant griefes. 


How like a maſtleſſe ſhip vpon the ſeas, 
This 
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This wofull battaile doth continue ſtill, 

Now leaning this way, now to that fide drine, 
And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 
Oh, would my death might ſtay theſe ciuill iarrs ! 
Would I had neuer raign'd, nor nere bene king. 
Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field, 
Swearing they had beſt ſucceſſe when I was thence, 
Would God that I were dead, fo all were well, 
Or would my crowne ſuffice, I were content 

To yeeld it them, and liue a priuate life. 


Enter a Soldiour with a dead man in his armes, © 


Soul, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man that I haue ſlaine in fight to day, 
May be poſſeſſed of ſome ſtore of crownes, 
And I will ſearch to finde them if I can. 
But ſtay; methinkes it is my fathers face: 
Oh I, tis he whom I haue ſlaine in fight. 
From London was I preſt out by the king, 
My father he came on the part of Yorke, 

And in this conflict I haue ſlaine my father, 
Oh pardon God, I knew not what I did, 
And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 


Enter ansther Soldiour with a dead man, 


2. Sul, Lie there thou that foughtſt with me ſo ſtoutly, 


Now let me ſee what ſtore of gold thou haſt. 

But ſtay, methinks this is no famous face : 

Oh no, it is my ſonne that I haue ſlaine in fight, 

Oh monſtrous times, begetting ſuch euents, 

How cruell, bloudy, and ironous, 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late, 

And hath bereau'd thee of thy life too ſoone. 
Yor. III. L 


King, 


—— —_— 
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Take horſe ſweet father, let vs ſaue our ſelues. 
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King. Woe aboue woe, griefe more then common griefe, 
Whilſt lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 
The red roſe and the white are on his face, 
The fatall colours of our ſtriving houſes, 
Wither one roſe, and let the other flouriſh, 
For if you ſtriue, ten thouſand liues muſt periſh. _ 
1. Soul, How will my mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me, and nere be ſatisfide? 
2. Soul, How will my wife for flaughter of my ſonne, 


Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 


King. How will the people now miſdeeme their king, 
Oh would my death their mindes could ſatisfie. 
1. Soul. Was euer ſonne ſo rude, his fathers blood to ſpill? 
2. Soul. Was euer father ſo vnnaturall, his ſonne to kill? 
King. Was ener king thus greeued and vexed {till ? 
1. Soul, Ile bcare thee hence from this accurſed place, 
For woe is me to ſee my fathers face. 
Exit with his father, 
2. Soul. Ile beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 


For I haue murdercd where I ſhould not kill. 


Exit with his ſenne, 
King. Weepe wretched man, Ile lay thee teare for teare, 
Here fits a king, as woe begon as thee. 


Alarmes, and enter the Queene. 


Oucene. Away my lord, to Barwicke preſently, 
The day is loſt, our friends are murdered, 
No helpe is left for vs, therefore away. 


Enter prince Edward. 


Prince. Oh father flie, our men haue left the field, 


Enter 
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Enter Exeter. 


Exet. Away my lord, for vengeance comes along with him: 


Nay ſtand not to expoſtulate, make haſte, 
Or elſe come after, Ile away before. 


K. Hen. Nay ſtay good Exeter, for Ile along with thee, 


Enter Clifford wounded, with an arrow in his necke, 


Clif. Heere burnes my candle out, 
That whillt it laſted, gane king Henry light. 
Ah Lancaſter, I feare thine ouerthrow, 
More then my bodies parting from my ſoule. 
My loue and feare glude many friends to thee, 
And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 
Impairing Henry, ſtrengthened miſproud Yorke, 
The common people ſwarme like ſummer flies, 
And whether flies the gnats, but to the ſunne ? 
And who ſhines now, but Henries enemy? 
Oh Phebus, hadſt thou neuer giuen conſent, 
That Phaeton ſhould checke thy fiery ſteedes, 
Thy burning carre had neuer ſcorcht the earth. 
And Henry, hadſt thou liu'd as kings ſhould do, 
And as thy father and his father did, 
Giuing no foote vato the houſe of Yorke, 
I and ten thouſand in this wofull land, 
Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy throne in peace. 
For what doth cheriſh weeds, but gentle aire ? 
And what makes .robbers bold, but lenity ? 
Bootleſſe are plaints, and cureleſſe are my wounds, 
No way to flie, no ſtrength to hold out flight, 
The foe is mercileſſe and will not pitty me, 
And at their hands I haue deſerude no pitty. 
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The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds, 

And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint, 
Come Yorke and Richard, Warwicke and the reſt, 
I ſtab'd your fathers, now come ſplit my breaſt, FX 


Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and ſoutdiors, | 2 


Edw. Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward E 
Courſe, and we are grac'd with wreaths of victory, | 
Some troopes purſue the bloudy minded queene, 
That now towards Barwick doth poſte amaine, 

But thinke you that Card is fled away with them? . 
Mar. No, tis impoſlible he ſhould eſcape, R 
For though before his face I ſpeake the words, 
Your brother XKichard markt him for the graue. 
And where ſo ere he be, I warrant him dead. 

Clifford grones, and then dies. 

Edw. Harke, what ſoule is this that takes his heauy leaue 

Rich. A deadly grone, like life and deaths departure, 

Edw. See who it is, and now the battailes eaded, 

Fiiend or foe, let him be friendly vſed. 

Rich. Reuerſe that doome of mercy, for tis Clifford, 
Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ſtab'd our princely father, duke of Yorke, 

War. From off the gates of Yorke fetch downe the 
Head, your fathers head which Clifford placed there: 
Inſtead of that, let his ſupply the roome. 

Meaſure for meaſure muſt be anſwered. 

Edi. Bring forth that fatall ſcritchowle to our houſe, 
That nothing ſung to vs but bloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more ſhall ſpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderſtanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford, doſt thou know who ſpeakes to thee ? 
| Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of life, 


And he nor ſces nor heares vs what we ſay. 


Rich 
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Rich. Oh would he did, and ſo perhaps he doth, 
And tis his pollicy that in the time of death, 
He might auoid ſuch bitter ſtormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
George. Richard, if thou thinkeſt fo, vex him with eager 


words. 


Rich. Cliford, aſke mercy and obtaine no grace. 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleſſe penitence. 
War. Clifford, deuiſe excuſes for thy fault. 
George. WhiPſt we deniſe fell tortures for thy fault. 
Rich. Thou pittiedſt Yorke, and I am ſonne to Yorke. 
Edu. Thou pittiedſt Rutland, and I will pitty thee. 
George. Where's captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 
Mar. They mocke thee Clifford, ſweare as thou waſt wont. 
Rich, What, not an cath ? Nay then I know hee's dead: 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath, 

By this I know hee's dead, and by my ſoule, 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the iſſuing blouq, 

Stifle the villaine, whoſe inſtanched thirſt, 

Yorke and young Rutland could not ſatisfie. 
War. I, but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 

And reare it in the place your fathers ſtands. 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull king. 

From thence ſhall Warwicke croſle the ſeas to France, 

And aſke the lady Bona for thy queene. . 

So ſhalt thou ſinew both theſe landes together, 

And hauing France thy friend, thou needs not dread 

The ſcattered foe that hopes to riſe againe. 

And though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 

Yet looke to haue them bulie to offend thine eares. 

Firſt, Ile ſee the coronation done, 
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And afterward Ile croſſe the ſeas to France, 
To effect this marriage, if it pleaſe my lord. 
Edw. Euen as thou wilt good Warwzicke let it be, 
But firſt before we goe, George kneele downe, 
We here create thee duke of Clarence, 
And girt thee with the ſword. 
Our younger brother Richard, duke of Cl;fter. 


Warwicke as my ſelfe ſhall do and vndo as himſelfe pleaſeth bet, 


Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence, George of Gloſter, 
For Gloflers dukedome is too ominous, 
War. Tuſh, that's a childiſh obferuation. 
Richard, be duke of Gloſter: now to London, 
To ſee theſe honours in poſſeſſion. Exeunt omncs. 


Enter two keebers with bow and arrowes. 


Keeper. Come, lets take our ſtands vpon this hill, 
And by and by the deere will come this way. 
But ſtay, heere comes a man, lets liſten him a while. 


Enter king Henry diſguiſed. 


Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne euen of pure loue, 
And thus diſguiſde to greete my native land, 
No Henry, no, it 13 no land of thine, 
No bending knee will call thee Cæſar now, 
No humble ſuters ſues to thee for right. 
For how canſt thou helps them, and not thy ſelfe ? 
Keeper. I marry fir, heere's a deere, his ſkinne is a 
Keepers fee. Sirra ſtand cloſe, for as I thinke, 
This is the king, king Edward hath depoſde. 


Hen. My queene and ſonne, poore ſoules are gone to France. 


And as I heare, the great commanding Warwicke, 
Jo intreate a marriage with the lady Bona. 
If this be true, poore queene and ſonne, 
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Your labour is but ſpent in yaine, 
For Lewis is a prince ſoone won with words, 
And Warwicke is a ſubtle oratour. 
He laughes, and ſaies his Edward is inſtalde. 
She weepes, and ſaies her Henry is depoſde. 
He on his right hand aſking a wife for Edward, 
She on his left ſide, crauing aide for Henry, 
Keeper. What art thou that talkes of kings and queens ? 
Hen. More then I ſeeme, for leſſe I ſhould not be. 
A man at leaſt, and more I cannot be, 
And men may talke of kings, and why not 1? 
Keeper, I, but thou talkes, as if thou wert a king thy ſelfe- 
Hen. Why ſo I am in minde, though not in ſhew ? 
Keeper. And if thou be a king, where is thy crowne ? 
Hen. My crowne is in my heart, not on my head, a 
My crowne is cald content, a crowne that 
Kings do ſildome times enioy. 
Keeper. And if thou be a king crownd with content, 
Your crowne content and you, muſt be content 
To go with vs vnto the officer, for as we thinke, 
You are our quondam king, king Edward hath depoſde, 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the kings, 
To go along with vs vnto the officers. 
Hen. Gods name be fulfild, your kings name be, 
Obeyde, and be you kings, command and lle obey. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter king Edward, Clarence, and Gloſter, Montague, Haſtings, 
and the lady Grey, 


K. Edw. Brothers of Clarence, and of Cigſter, 
This ladies huſband here, ſir Richard Crey, 
At the battaile of S. Albones did loſe his life, 
His lands then were ſeiz'd on by the conqueror. 
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Her ſute is now to repoſſeſſe thoſe lands, 
And ſith in quarrell of the houſe of Yorke, 
The noble gentleman did loſe his life, 
In honour we cannot denie her ſute. 
Co. Your highneſſe ſhall do well to grant it then. 
K. Edw. I, ſo IT will, but yer Ile make a pauſe. 
Glo. I, is the winde in that doore ? 
Clarence, I ſee the lady hath ſome thing to grant, 
Before the king will grant her humble ſute. 
Glo. He knowes the game, how well he keepes the wind, 
A. Edu. Widow, come ſome other time to know our mind, : 
La. May it pleaſe your grace, I cannot brooke delaies, 
I beſeech your highneſſe to diſpatch me now. 
K, Ed. Lords giue vs leane, we meane to try this widowes 
wit. 
Clz. I, good leaue haue you. 
Glo, For you will have leave, till youth take leaue, 
And leaue you to your crouch. 
K. Ed. Come hither widow, how many children haſt thou? 
Cla. I thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 
Glo. Nay whip me then, hee'l rather giue her two. 
La. Three, my moſt pracious lord. 
Glo. You ſhall haue foure if you will be rulde by him. 
K. Ed. Wer't not pitty they ſhould loſe their fathers lands? 
La. Be pittifull then dread lord, and grant it them. 
XK. Edw. Ile tell thee how theſe lands are to be got. 
La. So ſhall you binde me to your highneſſe ſeruice. 
K. Edu. What ſeruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them? 
La. Euen what your highneſſe ſhall command. 
Glo. Nay then widow Ile warrant you all your 
Huſbands Jands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight cloſe, or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 


Cla. Nay I feare her not vnleſſe ſhe fall. 
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Ch. Marry godsforbot man, for hee'l take vantage then. 
La. Why ſtops my lord, ſhall I not know my taſke ? 
K. Edw. An eaſie taſke, tis but to loue a king. 
La. That's ſoone performd, becauſe I am a ſubiect. 
K. Ed. Why then thy huſbands lands I freely giue thee. 
La. I take my leane with many thouſand thanks. 
Cla. The match is made, ſhe ſeales it with a curtſie. 
k. Edw. Stay widdow ſtay, what loue doſt thou thinke 
I ſue ſo much to get? 
La. My humble ſervice, ſuch as ſubiects owes, and the 
lawes commands. | 
K. Edu. No by my troth, I meant no ſuch loue, 
But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. 
La. To tell you plaine my lord, I had rather lie in priſon. 
K. Ed. Why then thou canſt not get thy huſbands lands. 
La. Then mine honeſty ſhall be my dower, | | 
For by that loſſe I will not purchaſe them. 
X. Ed. Herein thou wrongſt thy children mightily. 
La. Herein your highneſſe wrongs both them and 
Me, but mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the ſadneſſe of my ſute. 
Pleaſe it your highneſſe to diſmiſſe me, either with I or no. 
K. Edw. I, if thou fay I to my requeſt, 
No, if thou ſay no to my demand. 
La. Then no my lord, my ſute is at an end, 
Glo. The widdow likes him not, ſhe bends the brow. 
Cla. Why he is the blunteſt wooer in chriſtendome. 
X. Edu. Her lookes are all repleate with maieſty, 
One way or other ſhe is for a king, 
And ſhe ſhall be my loue or elſe my queene. 
Say that king Edward tooke thee for his queene. 
Lady. Tis better ſaid then done, my gracious lord, 
I am a ſubiect fit to ieſt withall, 
But farre unfit to be a ſoueraigne. 


King. 
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King Edw. Sweete widdow, by my ſtate I ſweare, If peake 
No more then what my heart intends, * 
And that is to enioy thee for my loue. 
Lady. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 
I know I am too bad to be your queene, 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 
K. Edw. You cauill widdow, I did meane my queene. 


La. Your grace would be loath my {ons ſhold call you 
father. ä 


K. Edw. No more then when my daughters call thee mo- 
ther. 
Thou art a widdow, and thou haſt ſome children, 
And by Gods mother, I being but a batchellor, 
Haue other ſome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the father of many children. 
Argue no more, for thou ſhalt be my queene, 

' Glo, The ghoſtly father now hath done his ſhrift. 
Cla. When he was made a ſhriuer, *twas for ſhift. 
K. Edw. Brothers, you muſe what talke the widdow 

And I haue had, you would thinke it ſtrange 
If I ſhould marry her. 
Cla. Marry her my lord, to whom ? 
K. Edw, Why Clarence to my ſelfe. 
Glo. That would be ten dayes wonZer at the leaſt, 
Cla. Why that's a day longer then a wonder laſts. 
Glo. And ſo much more are the wonders in extremes. 
K. Edu. Well, icaſt on brothers, I can tell you, her 
Sute is granted for her hutbands lands, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. And it pleaſe your grace, Henry you foe is 
Taken, and brought as priſoner to your pallace gates. 

X. Edw. Away with him, and ſend him to the tower, 
And lets go queſtion with the man about 
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of Yorke and LAN CASTER. 


His apprehenſion. Lords along, and vſe 
This lady honourably. 


Manet Gloſter, and ſpcales, 


Gh. 1, Edward will vie women honorably, 
Would he were waſted, marrow, bones and all, 
That from his loynes no iſſue might ſucceed, 

To hinder me from the golden time I looke for, 
For I am not yet lookt on in the world. 

Firſt is there Edward, Clarence, and Henry, 

And his ſonne, and all they looke for iſſue 

Of their loynes, ere I can plant myſelfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpoſe, 

What other pleaſure is there in the world beſide ? 
I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my ſel fe within a ladies lap, 

And witch ſweet ladies with my words and lookes. 
Oh monſtrous man, to harbour ſuch a thought: 
Why lone did ſcorne me in my mothers wombe. 
And for I ſhould not deale in her affaires, 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the fleſh, 

And plac'd an enuious mountains on my backe, 
Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered ſhrimpe, 
To make my legs of an vnequall ſize, 

And am I then a man to be belou'd ? 

Eaſter for me to compaſſe twenty crownes. 

Tut I can ſmile, and murder when I ſmile, 

I cry content, to that which greeues me moſt. 

I can adde colours to the camelion, 

And for a need change ſhapes with Protheus, 
And ſer the aſpiring Catalin to ſchoole. 


Can I do this, and cannot get the crowne ? 


Tuſh, were it ten times higher, Ile pull it downe. 


E xeunt omnes 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Enter king Lewis, and the lady Bona, queene Margaret, prince 
Edward, and Oxford, with others, 


Lewis, Welcome queens Margaret, to the court of France, 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doſt ſtand, 
Sit by my ſide, and heere I vow to thee, 
Thou ſhalt haue aide to repoſſeſſe thy right, 
And beate proud Edward from his vſurped ſeate, 
And place king Henry in his former rule. 
Queen. IJ humbly thanke your royall maieſty, 
And pray the God of heauen to bleſſe thy ſtate, 
Great kng of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 


Enter Warwicke. 


Lewis. How now, who is this ? 
' Oween, Our earle of Warwicke, Edwards cheefeſt friend. 
Lewis, Welcome braue Warwicke, what brings thee to 
France ? 
War. From worthy Edward, king of England, 
My lord and ſoueraigne, and thy vowed friend, 
I come in kindneſſe and vntained loue, 
Firſt to do greetings to thy royall perſon, 
And then to crane a league of amity, 
And laſtly to confirme that amity 
With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchſafe to grant 
That vertuous lady Bona thy faire ſiſter, 
To Englands king in lawfull marriage. 
Qu. And if this go forward all our hope is done. 
Har. And gracious madame, in our kings behalfe, 
Jam commanded with your loue and fauour, 
Humbly to kiſſe your hand, and with my tongue, 
To tell the paſſions of my ſoueraignes heart, 


of Yorkxe and LANCASTER, 


Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares, 
Hath plac'd thy glorious image and thy vertues. 

Jucene. King Lewis and lady Bona, heare me ſpcake, 

Before you anſwere Warwicke or his words, 
For he it is hath done vs all theſe wrongs, 

War. Iniurious Margaret. | 

Prince Edw. And why not queene ? 

War. Becauſe thy father Henry did vſurpe, 

And thou no more art prince then ſhe is queene. 

Ox. Then Warwicke diſanuls great Ehn of Gaunt, 
That did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine, 

And after Ihn of Gaunt, wiſe Henry the fourth, 
Whoſe wiſedome was a mirrour to the world. 
And after this wiſe prince Henry fift, 

Who with his prowelle conquered all France, 
From theſe our Henry is lineally deſcent. 

Mar. Oxford, how haps that in this ſmoothe diſcourſe, 
You told not how Henry the ſixt had loſt 
All that Henry the fift had gotten. 

Methinkes theſe peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that, 
But for the reſt, you tell a pedigree 

Of threeſcore and two yearse, a lilly time 

To make preſcription for a kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwicke, canſt thou deny thy king, 
Whom thou obeyedſt thirty and eight yeares, 

And bewray thy treaſons with a bluſh ? | 

War, Can Oxford that did euer fence the right, 
Now buckler falſhood with a pedigree ? 

For ſhame leaue Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf. Call him my king, by whom mine elder 
Brother the lord Awbray Vere was done to death, 
And more then ſo, my father euen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares, 

When age did call him to the doore of death ? 


No 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


No Warwicke, no, whil'ſt life vpholds this arme, 
This arme vpholds the houſe of Lancaſter, 

War. And I the houſe of Yorke, 

K. Lewis, Queene Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, vouchſafe to forbeare a while, 
Till I do talke a word with Warwicke. 
Now Warwicke, even vpon thy honor tell me true; 
Is Edward lawfull king, or no? 


For I were loath to linke with him, that is not lawfull here. 


Mar. Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite, 
Lewis. What, is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 
Mar. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 
Lewis, What, is his loue to our ſiſter Bona? 
Var. Such it ſeemes, 

As may beſecme a monarch like himſelfe. 

My ſelfe haue often heard him ſay and ſweare, 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 

The leaues and fruite maintain'd with beauties ſunne, 

Exempt from enuy, but not from diſdaine, 

Vnleſſe the lady Bona quit his paine, 
Leu. Then ſiſter let vs heare your firme reſolue. 
Bona. Your grant or deniall ſhall be mine, 

But ere this day I mult confeſſe, when I 

Haue heard your kings deſerts recounted, 

Mine eares haue tempted iudgement to deſire, 
Lew, Then draw neere queene Margaret, and be a witneſſe, 

That Bona ſhall be wife to the Eng/i/h king. 
Prince Edu. To Edward, but not the Engliſb king. 
Mar. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eaſe, 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he loſe, 

And as for you your ſelfe, our quondam queene, 

You haue a father able to maintaine your ſtate, 

And better 'twere to trouble him then France. 
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of Yorks and LANCASTER, 


Sound for a Fofte within. 


Lewis, Heere comes ſome poſte Warwicke, to thee or vs. 
Poſte. My lord ambaſſador, this letter is for you, 
Sent from your brother, marqueſſe Montague. 
This from our king, vnto your maieſty. 
And theſe to you madam, from whom I know not. 
Oxf. L like it well, that our faire queene and miſtreſſe, 
Smiles at her newes, when Warwrcke frets at his. 
P. Ed. And marke how Lewis ſtampes as he were netled. 
Lew. Now Margaret and Warwicke, what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is ſuch, as fils my heart with joy. 
War. Mine, full of ſorrow and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. What, hath your king married the lady Cray, 
And now to excuſe himſelf, ſends vs a poſt of papery | ? 
How dares he preſume to vie vs thus ? 


Qu. This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwickes honeſty, 


War. King Lewis, I heere proteſt in ſight of heauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heanenly bliſſe, 
That I am cleere from this miſdeed of Edwards. 
No more my king, for he diſhonours me, 
And moſt himſelfe, if he could fee his ſhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Yorke, 
My father came to an vntimely death? 
Did I let paſſe the abuſe done to thy neece ? 
Did J impale him with the regall crowne ? 
And thruſt king Henry from his native home? 
And (moſt vngratefull) doth he vie me thus? 
My gracious queene, pardon what is paſt, 
And henceforth I am thy true ſeruitor: 
I will reuenge the wrongs done to lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ſtate, 
9, Yes Warwicke, Ile quite forget thy former faults, 
If now thou wilt become king Henries friend. 


War, 


> Ace tz 


— — 6—ĩͤ— ũ—᷑——.—ä—— — — — 
. ——— 2 


ae 6 ht. Md —— 2a th — Eon ——ñ—I—[—̈ 4 g - 


P. ² m . ] . — + > 3 
— ry 
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War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 
That if king Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh vs 
With ſome few bands of choſen ſoldiers, 
Ile vndertake to land them on our coaſt, 
And force the tyrant from his ſeate by warre, 
Tis not his new made bride ſhall ſuccour him. 
Lew. Then at the laſt I firmly am reſolu'd 
You ſhall haue aide: and Eugliſb meſſenger, returne 
In poſt, and tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoſed king 
That Lewis of France is ſending ouer maſkers, 
To reuell it with him, and his new bride. 
Bona. Tell him in hope hee'l be a widdower ſhortly, 
Ile weare the willow garland for his ſake, | 
Queene. Tell him my mourning weeds be laide aſide, 1 
And I am ready to put armour on. FE 
' War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrowne him er't be long 
'There's thy reward, be gone. Exit Me, 
Lewis, But now tell me Farwicke, what aſſurance 
J ſhall haue of thy true loyalty ? 
War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant loyalty, 
If that our queene and this young prince agree, 
Ile ioyne mine eldeſt daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 
Qieene. With all my hart, that match 1 like full well, 
Loue her ſonne Edward, ſhe is faire and young, 
And giue thy hand to Warwicke for thy loue. 
Lewis. It is enough, and now we will prepare, 
To leuie ſoldiors for to goe with you. 
And you lord Bourbon, our high admirall, 
Shall waft them ſafely to the Engliſb coaſt, 
And chaſe proud Edward from his ſlumbring trance, 
For mocking marriage with the name of France. 
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of Yorke and LANCASTER, 


War. I came from Edward as embaſſador, 
But I returne his ſworne and mortall foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 
But dreadfull warre ſhall anſwere his demand. 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me ? 
Then none but I ſhall turne his ieſt to ſorrow. 
1 was the cheefe that railde him to the crowne, 
And Ile be cheefe to bring him downe againe, 
Not that I pitty Henries miſery, 
But ſecke revenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 


Enter king Edward, the Queene, Clarence, Gloſter, Montague, 
Haſtings, and Penbrooke, with /oldiors. 


Edw. Brothers of Clarence, and of Gloſter, 
What thinke you of our marriage with the lady Grey ? 
Cla. My lord, we thinke as Warwicke and Lewis 
That are ſo ſlacke in indgement, that they will take 
No offence at this ſudden marriage. 
Edw. Suppoſe they do, they are but Lewis and Warwicke, 
And I am both your king and Warwicks, 
And will be obeyed. 
Glo, And ſhall, becauſe our king, but yet ſuch 
Sudden marriages ſildome proueth well. 
Edw. Yea brother Richard, are you againſt vs too? 
Glo. Not I my lord, no, God forefend, that I 
Should once gainſay your highneſſe pleaſure, 
I, and twere pitty to ſunder them that yoke ſo well together, 
Edw. Setting your ſkornes and your diſlikes aſide, 
Shew me ſome reaſons why the lady. Grey, 
May not be my loue, and Fnglands queene ? 
Speake freely Clarence, Gloſter, 
Montague, and Haſtings. 
Cla. My lord, then this is mine opinion, 
VoL. III. NM That 
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That Warwicke being diſhonored in his embaſſage, 
Doth ſeeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Glo. And Lewis in regard of his ſiſters wrongs, 
Doth ioyne with Warwicke to ſupplant your ſtate. 

Ed. Suppoſe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeaſde, 


Mont. But yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance, would more haue ſtrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainſt forraine ſtormes, 


Then any home-bred marriage. 


Haſt. Let England be true within it ſelfe, 


We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 


Cla. For this one ſpeech, lord Haſtings well deſerucs, 
To haue the daughter and heyre of the lord Hungerford, 
Edu. And what then? it was our will it ſhould be ſo. 
Cla. I, and for ſuch a thing too the lord Scales 
Did well deſerue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the lord Banfield, and left your 
Brothers to go ſeeke elſe-where, but in your madneſſe 
You bury brother-hood. 
Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male- content, 
Why man be of good cheere, Ile prouide thee one. 
Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your ſelfe, 
That ye ſhall giue me leaue to make my choiſe 
As I thinke good: and to that intent 
I ſhortly meane to leaue you. 
Edu. Leaue me, or tarry, I am full reſolu'd, 
Edward will not be ty'd to bis brothers willes. 
Qu. My lords, do me but right, 
And you mult confeſſe, before it pleaſd his highneſſe 
To aduance my ſtate to title of a queene, 
That I was not ignoble from my birth, | 
Edw. Forbeare my loue to fawne vpon their frownes, 
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For thee they maſt obey, nay ſhall obey, 
And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 
Mont. My lord, here is the meſſenger return'd from France, 


Enter meſſenger. 


Ed. Now ſirra, what letters? or what newes? 
Meſ. No letters my lord, 
And ſuch newes, as without your highneſſe pardon, 


I dare not relate. 

Ed. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canſt) tell me, 
What ſaide Lewis to our letters? 

Meſ. At my departure theſe were his very wordes, 
Go tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoſed king, 
That Lewis of France is ſending ouer maſkers, 
To reuell it with him, and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis ſo brave? Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 
But what ſayde lady Bona to theſe wrongs ? | 

Meſ. Tell him, quoth ſhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, Ile weare a willow garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong, 
Indeed ſhe could fay little leſſe. But what faid Henries queene, 
For as I heare, ſhe was then in place ? 

Mezf. Tell him quoth ſhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

Ed. Then belike ſhe meanes to play the Amazoa. 
But what ſaide Warwicke to theſe inivries ? 

Meſ. He more incenſed then the reſt my lord, 
Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vacrowne him er't be long. 

Ed. Ha, durſt the traitor breath out ſuch proud words? 
But I will arme me to preuent the worſt. 


But what is Warwicke friends with Margaret ? | 
M 2 Mey. 
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Meſ. I my good lord, they are fo linkt in friendſhip, 
That young prince Edward marries Warwicke daughter. . 
Cla. The elder, belike Clarence ſhall haue the yonger. 
All you that loue me and Warwicke follow me. | 4 
Exit Clarence and Somer{t, 
Ed. Clarence and Somerſet fled to Warwicke, 
What ſay you brother Richard, will you ſtand to vs? 
Glo. I my lord, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you, 
For why hath nature made me halt downe right, 
But that I ſhould be valiant and ſtand to it: 
For if I would, I cannot runne away. 
Edu. Penbrooke, go raiſe an army preſently, 
Pitch vp my tent; for in the field this night 
I meane to reſt, and on the morrow morne, 


lle march to meete proud Warwicke, ere he land 


Thoſe ſtragling troopes which he hath got in France, 
But ere I go, Montague and Haſtings, 

You aboue all the reſt are neere allyed 

In blood to Warwicke : therefore tell me, 


If you favour him more then me, or not. 


Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then hollow friends. 


Mont. So God helpe Montague, as he proues true. 


Haſt. And Haſtings, as he fauours Edwards cauſe, 
Edu. It ſhall ſuffice, come then let's march away. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Warwicke and Oxford with ſoldiors. 


War. Truſt me my lords, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwarme to vs, 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes, 
Speake ſuddenly my lords, are we all friends? 

Cla. Feare not that my lord. 
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Var. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet, I hold it cowardiſe, 
To reſt miſtruſtfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in ſigne of loue, 
Elſe might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings, 
But welcome ſweet Clarence, my daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now what reſts but in nights couerture, 
Thy brother being carleſly encampt, 
His ſoldiors lurking in the towne about, 
And but attended by a ſimple guard, 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleaſure, 
Our ſcouts haue found the aduenture very eaſie, 
Then cry king Henry with reſolued mindes, 
And breake we preſently into his tent. 
Cla. Why then lets on our way in filent ſort, 
For Warwicke and his friends, God and S. George, 
War. This is his tent, and ſee where his guard doth ſtand, 
Courage my ſouldiers, now or neuer, 
But follow me now, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
All. A Warwicke, a Warwicke., 


Alarmes, and Gloſter and Haſtings flies. 


Oxf. Who goes there? 
War. Richard and Haſtings, let them go, heere is the duke; 
Edw. The duke, why Warwicke when we parted 
Laſt, thou calledſt me king. 
War, I, but the caſe is altred now. 
When you diſgrac'ſt me in my embaſſage, 
Then I diſgrac'ſt you from being king, 
And now am come to create you duke of Yorke, 
Alaſſe, how ſhould you gouerne any kingdome, 
That knowes not how to vſe embaſſadors, 
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Nor how to vſe your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſhroud your ſelfe from enemies. 
Edw. Well Farwicke, let fortune do her worſt, 


Edward in minde will beare himſelfe a king. 
War. Then for his minde, be Edward Englands king, 


But Henry now ſhall weare the Engliſb crowne. 
Go conuay him to our brother archbiſhop of Yorke, 
And when I haue fought with Penbrooke and his followers, 
Ile come and tell thee what the lady Bona ſaies, 
And ſo for a while farwell good duke of Yorke. 
| Exit ſome with Edward, 
Cla. What followes now ? all hitherto goes well, 
But we muſt diſpatch ſome letters into France, 
To tell the queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 
War. I that's the firſt thing that we haue to do, 
And free king Henry from impriſonment, 
And ſee him ſeated in his regall throne. 
Come lets haſte away, and hauing paſt theſe cares, 
Ile poſte to Yorke, and ſce how Edward fares. 
| Exeunt onncs, 
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Enter Gloſter, Haſtings, and ſir William Stanley. 
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Glo. Lord Haſtings, and fir William Stanly, 
Know that- the cauſe I ſent for you is this, 
I looke my brother with a ſlender: traine, 
| Should come a hunting in this forreſt heere. 
W | The biſhop of Yorke befriends him much, 
ll And lets him vſe his pleaſure in the chaſe, 
| Now I haue priuily ſent, him word, 
| How I am come with you to reſcue him, 
And ſee where the huntſman and he doth come. 
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Enter Edward and a Huntſman. 


Hunt/. This way my lord the deere is gone. 
Edw. No this way huntſman, 
See where the keepers ſtand. Now brother and the reſt, 
What, are you prouided to depart? 
Gl. I, I, the horſe ſtands at the parke corner 
Come, to Lin, and fo take ſhipping into Flanders : 
Ed. Come then. Haſiings and Stanley, 
I will requite your loues. Byſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I may repoſſeſſe the crowne. 
Now huntſman, what will you do ? 
Huntſ. Marry my lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd, 225 
Edu. Come then lets away with ſpeed. Exeunt omnes. 


Enter the Queene, and the lord Riuers. 


Riuers. Tell me good madame, 
Why is your grace ſo paſſionate of late? 
Du. Why brother Rivers, heare ye not the newes 
Of that ſucceſſe king Edward had of late? 
Rivers. What? loſſe of ſome pitcht battaile againſt Warwick. 
Tuſh, feare not faire queene, but caſt thoſe cares aſide, 
King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth diſplay ; 
And Warwicke may loſe, though then he got the day. 
Qu. If that were all, my greefes were at an end, 
But greater troubles will I feare befall. 
Ri. What, is he taken priſoner by the foe, 
To the danger of his royall perſon then ? 
Queen, I ther's my greefe, king Edward is ſurpriz'd, 
And led away as priſoner vnto Yorke. 
Riu. The newes is paſſing ſtrange I muſt confeſſe; 
Yet comfort your ſelfe, for Edward hath more friends, 
M6 Then 


J 
i N 
[1 
[| 
: 
1 
| : 
1 
| 
: j 
\ 
. 
} 14 
15 
11 
ii 
' 
. 
: 
. 
III 
14 
' 
: 
: 
: 


— — — 
— — —— 
— ” . — 
— — i — f—— OO T——_  —— _ ———O_ — — 


. _—__— — — = _ 
* — 
— 4 2 : — . — ——— — — 
1 r c Bone oo. _ 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Then Lancaſter at this time muſt perceyue, 
That ſome will ſet him in his throne againe, 
Qu. God grant they may; but gentle brother come, 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 
Vntill I come vnto the ſanctuary, 
There to preſerue the fruite within my wombe, 
King Edwards ſeed, true heire to Englands crowne. xi; 


Enter Edward and Richard, and Haſtings, with a 1ro5þe 5 
Hollanders. 


Ediu. Thus far from Belgia haue we paſt the ſeas, 
And marcht from Raunſpur hauen vato Yorke : 
But ſoft the gates are ſhut, I like not this. 

Rich. Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 


Enter the lord maior of Yorke, vþon the wal;. 


Mair. My lords we had notice of your comming, 
And that's the cauſe we ſtand vpon our grard, 
And ſhut the gates for to preſerue the towne. 
Henry now is king, and we are ſworne to him. 
Edw. Why my lord maior, if Henry be your king, 
Edward T1 am ſure at leaſt, is duke of Yorke. 
Maior, Truth my lord, we know you for no leſſe. 
Edw. I crave nothing but my dukedome. 
Rich. Bur when the foxe hath gotten in his head, 


 Hee'l quickly make the body follow after. 


Haſt. Why my lord maior, what ſtand you vpon points? 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends. 
Maior. Say you ſo, then Ile open them preſently. 
| Exit Maior. 
Rich, By my faith, a wiſe ſtout captaine, and ſoone per- 
ſwaded. 
The 
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The maior opens the doore, and brings the keies in his hand. 


Eiw. So my lord maior, theſe gates muſt not be ſhut, 


But in the time of warre, giue me the keyes : 
What, feare not man, for Edward will defend 


The towne and you, deſpight of all your foes. 


Enter fir Iohn Mountgomery, with drum and ſaldliors. 


How now Richard, who is this? 
Rich. Brother this is fir Ihn Montgommery, 
A truſtie friend, vnleſſe I be deceiude. 
Edu. Welcome fir Ihn. Wheretore come you in armes ? 
Sir Iohn. To helpe king Edward in this time of ſtormes, 
As euery loyall ſubiect ought to do. 
Edw. Thankes braue Montgomery, 
But I onely claime my dukedome, 
Vntill it pleaſe God to ſend the reſt. 
Sir John. Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March away, I came to ſerue a king, and not a duke, 
Edu. Nay ſtay fir In, and let vs firſt debate, 
With what ſecurity we may do this thing. 
Sir lohn. What ſtand you on debating, to be briefe, 
Except you preſently proclaime your ſelfe our king, 
Ile hence againe, and keepe them backe 
That come to ſuccour you, why ſhould we fight, 
When you pretend no title ? 
Rich. Fie brother, ſtand you vpon tearmes ? 
Reſolue your ſelfe, and let vs claime the crowne. 
Edu. I am reſolude once more to claime the crowne, 
And win it too, or elſe to loſe my life. 
Sir Iohn. I, now my ſoueraigne ſpeaketh himſelfe, 
And now will I be Edwards champion. 
Sound trumpets, for Edward ſhall be proclaimd. 


Edward. 
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Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England 
and France, and lord of Treland.; and whoſoeuer gain- 
ſaies king Edwards right, by this I challenge him to 
ſingle fight. Long live Edward the fourth. 

All. Long line Edward the fourth. 
Edw. We thanke you all. Lord maior leade on the way, 

For this night wee'l harbour here in Yorke, 

And then as early as the morning ſunne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horiſon, 

Wee'l march to London, to meete with Warwicke, 

And pull falſe Henry from the regall throne, 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Warwicke and Clarence with the crowne, and then king 
Henry, Oxford, Somerſet, and the young earle of Richmond, 


King. Thus from the priſon to this princely ſeate, 
By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 
Clarence and Warwicke, do you keepe the crowne, 
And gouerne and protect my realme in peace, 
And I will ſpend the remnant of my daies, 
To ſinnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 
War. What anſweres Clarence to his ſoueraignes will!? 
Cla. Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 
King. My lord of Somerſet, what pretty boy 
Is that you ſeeme to be ſo carefull of? 
Som. If it pleaſe your grace, it is young Henry, 
Earle of Richmond. | 
King. Henry of Richmond, come hither pretty lad. 
If heauenly powers do aime aright 
To my dwining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 
Shalt proue this countries bliſſe. 
Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne, 
Thy lookes are all repleate with maieſty, 
Make much of him my lords, 
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For this is he ſhall helpe you more, 
Then you are hurt by me. 


Enter one with a letter to Warwicke. 


War, What counſell lords, Edward from Belgia, 
With haſtie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 
Js paſt in ſafety through the narrow ſeas, 
And with his troopes do march amaine towards Londow, 
And many giddy headed people follow him. 
Oxf. Tis belt to looke to this betimes, 
For if this fire do kindle any further, 
It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 
War. In Warwickſhire IJ haue true hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre, . 
Them will I muſter vp, and thou ſonne Clarence, 
Shalt in, Eſex, Suffolke, Norfolke, and in Kent, 
Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
And thou brother Montague, in Leifter/bire, 
Buckingham and Northamptonſhire ſhall finde, 
Men well inclinde to do what thou commands, 
And thou braue Oxford, wondrous well belon'd, 
Shalt in thy countries muſter vp thy friends. 
My ſoueraighe with his louing cittizens, 
Shall reſt in London till we come to him. 
Faire lords take leaue, and ſtand not to reply, 
Farewell my ſoneraigne. 
King. Farwell my Hector, my Troies true hope. 
War. Farwel ſweet lords, lets meete at Couentry. 
All, Agreed, | Exeunt omnes. 


nter Edward and hit traine, 


Adu. Seize on the ſhamefac'ſt Henry. 
And once again conuey him to the tower, 
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Away with him, I will not heare him ſpeake. 
And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courſe, 
To meete with Farwicke and his confederates. 


Exeunt omne:. 


Enter Warwicke on the walt. 


Mar. Where is the poſte that came from valiant CY r? 
How farre hence is thy lord, my honeſt fellow? 

Oxf. poſte. By this at Daintry marching hitherward, 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? 
Where is the poſte that came from Montague? 

Poſte. J left him at Don/more with his troopes. 

War. Say Summerfield, where is my louing ſonne ? 
And by thy gueſſe, how farre is Clarence hence? 

Summer. At Southam my lord I left him with 


His force, and do expect him two houres hence. 


Har. Then Oxford is at hand, I heare his drum. 


Enter Edward and his Power. 


Glo. See brother, where the ſurlie Varwiche mans the wall, 
War. O vabid ſpight, is ſpotfull Edward come? 
Where ſlept our ſcouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
That we could haue no newes of their repaire ? 
Edw. Now Warwicke, wilt thou be ſorry for thy faults, 
And call Edward king, and he will pardon thee. 
War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 
Confeſſe who ſet thee vp and puld thee downe, 
Call FWarwicke patron, and be penitent ? 
And thou ſhalt ſtill remaine the duke of Yorke. 
Glo, J had thought at leaſt he would haue ſaid the king. 
Or did he make the ieaſt againſt his will, | 
War. "Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. 
Ed. Why then tis mine, if but by Warwicks gift. 


Hur. 
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War. I, but thou art no Atlas for ſo great a weight, 
And weakling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
Henry is my king, Warwicke his ſubiect. 
Edu. I prethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 
What is the body when the head is off? | 
Gl. Alaſſe, that Warwicke had no more foreſight, 
But whilſt he ſought to ſteale the ſingle ten, 
The king was finely fingred from the decke. 
You left poore Henry in the biſhops pallace, 
And ten to one you'l meete him in the tower. 
Edw. Tis even ſo, and yet you are old Warwicke ſtill, 
Mar. O cheerefull colours, ſee where Oxford comes. 


Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors. 


Ox. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. Exit. 
Ed. The gates are open, ſee, they enter in, 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ſtreetes. 
Glo. No, ſo ſome other might ſet vpon our backes, 

Wee'l ſtay till all be entered, aad then follow them. 


Enter Somerſet, drum and ſoldiors. 


Som. Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. * 


6e. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerſet, 
Haue ſolde their lines vato the houſe of Yorke, 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if my {word hold. 


Enter Montague, with drum and joldiors. 


Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter. Exit. 
Edu. Traiterous Montague, thou and thy brother 
Shall deerely abide this rebellious adde. 


Enter 
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Enter Clarence with drum and ſoldiors. 


Var. And loe where George of Clarence ſweepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother battaile. 
Cla. Clarence, Clarence, for Lancaſler. 
Ed. Et tu Brute, wilt thou ſtab Cæſar too? 
A parlie ſirra, to George of Clarence. 


Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whiſpers together, 
and then Clarence takes his red roſe out of his hat, and 
throwes it at Warwick. 


War. Come Clarence, come, thou wilt if Warwicke call. 
Cla. Father of Warwicke, know you what this meanes ? 
I throw mine infamy at thee, 
I will not ruinate my fathers houſe, 
(Who gaue his blood to lime the ſtones together) 
And ſet vp Lancaſter. Thinkeſt thou, 
That Clarence is fo harſh vnnaturall, 
To lift his ſword againſt his brothers life, 
And ſo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 
And to my brothers turne my bluſhing cheekes, 
Pardon me Edward, for I haue done amiſſe, 
And Richard do not frowne vpon me, 
For henceforth I will proue no more vnconſtant. 
Edw. Welcume Clarence, and ten times more welcome, 
Then if thou neuer hadſt deſeru'd our hate. 
Glo. Welcome good Clarence, this is brotherly, 
War. Oh paſſing traitor, periur'd and vniuſt. 
Edu. Now Warwicke, wilt thou leaue 


The towne and fight ? or ſhall we beate the 


Stones about thine eares ? 
Har. Why I am not coopt vp heere for defence, 


I will 
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1 will away to Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee battaile, Edward if thou dar'ſt. 


Edw. Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way, 


Lords to the field, ſaint George and victory. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Alarmes, and then enter Warwicke wounded, 


War. Ah, who is nie? Come to me friend or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, Jorke or Warwicke 2 
Why aſke I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
That I muſt yeeld my body to the earth. 
And by my fall the conqueſt to my foes, 
Thus yeelds the cedar to the axes edge, 8 
Whoſe armes gaue ſhelter to the princely eagle, 
Vader whoſe ſhade the rampant lyon ſlept, | 
Whoſe top branch ouer-peerd Jes ſpreading tree, 
The wrinckles in my browes now fild with bloud, 
Were likened oft to kingly ſepulchers. 
For who liu'd king, but I could dig his graue? 
And who durſt ſmile, when Warwicke bent his brow ? 
Loe now my glory ſmeard in duſt and blood, 
My parkes, and walkes, my mannors that I had, 
Euen now forſake me, and of all my lands, 
Is nothing left me but my bodies lengiþ. 


* 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Oxf. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke, cheere vp thy ſelfe and liue, 

For yet there's hope enough to wia the day. 
Our warlike queene with troopes is come from France, 
And at South-hampton landed all her traine, 
And mightſt thou liue, then would we neuer flie. 

Har. Why then I would not flie, nor haue I now 
But Hercules himſelfe muſt yeeld to ods, 

| For 
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For many wounds receiu'd, and many more repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit ſinewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpite of ſpites needs muſt I yeeld to death. 
Sam. Thy brother Montague hath breath'd his laſt, 
And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And ſay, commend me to my valiant brother: 
And more he would haue ſpoke, and more he ſaide, 
Which ſounded like a clamour in a vault, 
That conld not be diſtinguiſht for the ſound, 
And ſo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoſt. 
Var. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and duſt ? 
And line we how we can, yet dye we muſt. | 
Sweet reſt his ſoule, flye lords, and ſaue your ſelues, 
For WVarwicke bids you all farewell to meete in heauen. 
| He dyes. 
Oxf. Come noble Somerſet, let's take our horſe, 
And cauſe retreate be founded rhrough the campe, 
That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 
May be forewarn'd, and ſaue themſelues by flight, 
That done, with them weell poſte vnto the quecne, 
And once more try our fortune in the field. Exit ambo, 


Enter Edward, Clarence, and Gloſter, with ſeldiers. 


Edw. Thus ſtill our fortune pines vs victorie, 
And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes. 
The big-bon'd traitor Warwicke hath breath'd his laſt, 
And heauen this day hath ſmil'd vpon vs all, 
But in this cleare and brightſome day, 
I ſee a blacke ſuſpitious clowd appeare, 
That will encounter with our glorious ſunne, 
Before he gaine his eaſefull weſterne beames; 
I meane thoſe pow'rs which the queene hath got in France 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 
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Glo. Oxford and Somerſet are fled. to her, 
And *tis likely, if ſhe haue time to breath, 
Her faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. | 
Edw. We are aduertiſde by our louing friends, 
That they do hold their courſe towardes Tewkſbury : 
Thither will we, for willingneſſe rids way: 
And in euery country as we paſſe alang, 
Our ſtrengths ſhall be augmented, 
Come lets go, for if we ſlacke this bright ſummers day, 
Sharpe winters ſhowers will marre our hope for haie. ; 


£ xeunt omnes. 


Enter the Queene, prince Edward, Oxford and Somerſet, 
with drum and ſoldiors, 


®Pucene, Welcome to England, my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerſet, and Oxford too. 
Once more haue we ſpread our ſailes abroad, 
And though our tackling be almoſt conſumde, 
And Warwicke as our maine malt ouerthrowne, 
Yet warlike lords raiſe you that ſturdie poſte, 
That beares the ſailes to bring vs vnto reſt, 
And Ned and I as willing pilots ſhould, 
For once with carefull mindes guide on the ſterne, 
To beare vs through that dangerous gulte 
That heeretofore hath ſwallowed vp our friends. 
Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there ſhould) 
Amongſt vs a timerous or fearefull man, 
Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 
Leaſt he in time of need entice another, 
And fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 
I will not ſtand aloofe and bid you fight, 
But with my ſword preaſe in the thickeſt throngs, 
And ſingle Edward from his ſtrongeſt guard, 
VoL. III. _ And 
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And hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 

Or leaue my body as witneſſe of my thoughts. 
O. Women and children of ſo high reſolve, 
And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall ſhame. 
Oh braue young prince, thy noble grandfather 

Doth liue againe in thee, 
Long maiſt thou line to beare his image, 


And to renew his glories. 
Som. And he that turnes and flies when ſuch do fight, 


Let him to bed, and like the owle by day 
Be hiſt, and wondered at if he ariſe. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. My lords, duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

O. 1 thought it was his policy to take vs vnprovided. 
But here will we ſtand and fight it to the death. 


Enter R. Edward, Clarence, Gloſter, Haſtings, and ſouldiers. 


N Edt. See brothers, yonder ſtands the thorny wood, 

Which by Gods aſſiſtance, and your proweſſe, 

Shall with our ſwords ere night be cleane cut downe. 

| ö Queen. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what i ſhould ſay 

| | My teares gainſay. For as you ſee, I drinke 

| The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this: 

| f Henry our king is pritoner in the tower, 

| His land, and all our friends, are quite diſtreſt, 

1 And yonder ſtands the wolfe that makes all this; 

| Then on Gods name lords together cry, ſaint George. 
All. Saint George for Lancaſter. 
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Aarmes t9 the baitell, Yorke flies, then the chamber be diſi 
charged. Then enter the King, Clarence, Gloſter, and the 
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reſt, making a great ſhout, and cry, for Yorke, for Yorke, 
and then the Queene, Prince, Oxtord, and Somerſet are 
taken, and then ſcund and enter all againe, 


Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles, 
Away with Oxford to Hames caſtle ſtraight, 
For Samerſet, off with his guilty head. 
Away, I will not heare them ſpeake. 
Oxf. For my part Ile not trouble thee with words. 
Exit Oxf, 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoop with parience to my death, 
Exit Sum, 
Edw. Now Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 
For ſtirring vp my ſubieCts to rebellion ? : 
Prin. Speake like a ſubiect proud ambitious Yerke ; 
Suppoſe that I am now my fathers mouth, 
Reſigne thy chaire, and where I ſtand, kneele thou, 
Whilſt I propoſe the ſelfeſame words to thee, 
Which traitor thou wouldſt haue me anſwer to. 
Qu. Oh that thy father had bene ſo reſolu'd 
Glo, That you might ſtill haue kept your peticote, 
And nere haue ſtolne the breech from Lancaſter. 
Prin, Let Æſoß fable in a winters night, 
His curriſh riddles forts not with this place. 
Glo. By heaven brat, Ile plague you for that word. 
Qu. I, thou walt borne to be a plague to men. 
Glo, For Gods ſake take away this captiue ſcold. 
Prin. Nay take away this ſcolding crooke-backe rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 
Cla. Vntutor'd lad, thou art too malapart. 
Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull, 
Laſciuious Edward, and thou periur'd George, 
And thou miſhapen Dzcke, I tell you all 
L am your better, traitors as you be. 
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Ed. Take that, thou likeneſſe of. this railer here. 


Stabs hin. 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 


Glo. Marry and ſhall. 
Edw. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much 
alreadie. . 
Gl. Why ſhould ſhe live to fill the world with words ? 
Ed. What doth ſhe {wound ? 
Make meanes for her recouery. 
Gh. Clarence, excuſe me to the king my brother, 
I muſt to London on a ſerious matter, 
Ere you come there, you ſhall heare more newes. 
Cla. About what, prethee tell me ? 
Glo, The tower man, the tower: Ile roote them out. 
| | Exit Gloſter, 
Q. Ah Ned, ſpeake to thy mother boy: 
Ah, thou canſt not ſpeake. | 
Traitors, tyrants, bloody homicides, 
They that ſtab'd Cz/ar {hed no blood at all, 
For he was a man; this, in reſpect a childe, 
And men nere ſpend their fury on a childe. 
What's worſe then tyrant that I may not name ? 
You haue no children diuels, if you had, 
The thought of them would then haue ſtopt your rage, 
But if you euer hope to haue a ſonne, 
Locke in his youth to haue him ſo cut off, 
As traitors you haue done this ſweet young prince. 
Edw. Away, and beare her hence. 
Queene. Nay nere beare me hence, diſpatch 
Me heere, heere ſheathe thy ſword, 
Ile pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not? 
Then Clarence, do thou do it. 
Cla. By heauen I would not do thee ſo much eaſe, 
Queene. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence kill me too. 
Cla. Didſt thou not heare me ſweare I would not do it? 


Queen. 
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Oueen. I, but thou vſeſt to forſweare thy ſelfe, 
Twas ſinne before, but now tis charity. 

Where's the diuels butcher, hard-fauoured Richard, 
Richard where art thou ? He is not here, 

Murder is his almes-deed, 

Petitioners for blood, hee'l nere put backe. 

Edw. Away I ſay, and take her hence perforce. 

Qu. So come to you and yours, as to this prince, 

Edu. Clarence, whether is Gloſter gone? 

Cla. Marry my lord to London, and as I gueſſe, 
To make a bloody ſupper in the tower. 

Edw. He is ſudden if a thing come in his head. 
Well, diſcharge the common ſoldiors with pay 
And thanks, and now lets toward London, 

To ſee our gentle queene how ſhe doth fare, 
For by this I hope ſhe hath a ſonne for vs. 


Exits 


E xeunt omnes. 


Enter Gloſter to king Henry in the tower. 


Gl. Good day my lord. What at your booke ſo hard? 


Hen. I my good lord. Lord I ſhould ſay rather, 
Tis ſinne to flatter, good was little better, 
Good Glefter, and good diuell, were all alike, 
What ſcene of death hath R:/zus now to atte ? 

Glo, Suſpition alwaies haunts a guilty minde. 


Hen. The bird once limde, doth feare the fatal! buſh, 


And I the hapleſſe maile to one poore bird, 
Haue now the farall obiect in mine eie, 


Where my poore young was limde, was caught and kid, 


Glo, Why, what a foole was that of Creete ? 
That taught his ſonne the office of a bird, 
And yet for all that the poore fowle was drownd. 
Hen. I Dedalus, my poore ſonne 1carus, 
Thy father Minos that denide our courſe, 
N3 
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Thy brother Edward, the funne that · ſearde his wings, 
And thou the enuieſt gulfe that ſwallowed him. 
Oh better can my breaſt abide thy daggers point, 
Then can mine eares that tragicke hiſtory. 
Co. Why doſt thou thinke I am an executioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor I am ſure thou art, 
And if murdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an executioner. 
Glo. Thy ſonne J kild for his prefumption. 


Hen. Hadſt thou bin kild when firſt thou didſt preſume, 


Thou hadſt not liude to kill a ſonne of mine, 

And thus propheſie of thee, 

That many a widow for her huſbands death, 

And many an infants water ſtanding eie, 

Widowes for their huſbands, children for their fathers, 


Shall curſe the time that ener thou wert borne. 


The owle ſhrikt at thy birth, an euill ſigne, 

The night crow cride, aboding luckleſſe tune. 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempeſts ſhooke downe trees, 
The raven rookt her on the chimnies top, 

And chattering pies in diſmall diſcord ſung, 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth leſſe then a mothers hope, 
To wit: an vndigeſt created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of ſuch a goodly tree, 

Tecth hadſt thou in thy head when thou waſt borne, 
To ſignifie thou cam'lt to bite the world, 

And if the reſt be true that I haue heard, 


Thou cam'ſt into the world | Stabs hin, 


Glo. Die prophet in thy ſpeech, Re heare no more, 
For this amongſt the reſt was I ordain'd. 
Hen. I, and for much more ſlaughter after this. 


Gl. What ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 


2 ke into the ground? I had thought it would haue moun 


O God forgiue my ſinnes, and pardon the. He dye. 
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gee how my ſword weepes for the poore kings death. 
Now may ſuch purple teares alwayes be ſhed, 
For ſuch as ſeeke the downfall of our houſe. 


Stabs him agen, 


Downe, downe to hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither : 
I, that haue neither pitty, loue, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of, 

For I haue often heard my mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not reaſon thinke you to make halt, 
And ſeeke their ruines that vſurp'd our rights ? 
The women weeping, and the midwife crying, 

O leſus bleſſe vs, he is borne with teeth: 

And fo I was indeede. Which plainly ſignified, - 
That I ſhould ſnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 
Then, ſince heauen hath made my body ſo, 

Let hell make crook'd my minde to anſwer it. 

I had no father, I am like no father; 

J haue no brothers, I am like no brothers; 

And this word laue, which gray-beards terme diuine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 

And not in me, I am my ſelfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptſt me from the light, 
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad ſuch propheſies, 

Vnder pretence of outward ſeeming ill, 

As Edward ſhall be fearefull of his life, 

And taen to purge his feare, Ile be thy death. 
King Henry, and the prince his ſonne are gone, 
And Clarence thou art next muſt follow them, 

So by one and one diſpatching all the reſt, 
Counting my ſelfe but bad, till I be beſt. 

Ile drag thy body in another roome, 

nd triumph Henry in thy day of doome. 

N 4 
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Enter king Edward, queene Elizabeth; and a nurſe with th: 
young prince, and Clarence, Gloſter, Haſtings, and others, 


Edw. Once more we ſit in Englands throne, 
Repurchaſt with the blood of enemies, 
What valiant foemen like to Autumnes corne, 


Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pride? 


Three dukes of Sgmerſet, three-fold renownd 


For hardy and vndoubted champions. 
Two Chffords, as the father and the ſonne, 
And two Northumberlands, two brauer men 


Nere ſpurd their courſers at the trumpets ſound. 


With them the two rough beares, Warwicke and Montague. 
That in their chaines fettered the kingly lion, 
And made the forreſt tremble when they roard, 


Thus haue we {wept ſuſpition from our ſear, 5 


And made our footſtoole of ſecurity. 

Come hither Beſſe, and let me kiſſe my boy, 

Young Ned, for thee, thine vnckles and my ſelfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot, in ſummers ſcalding heate, 

That thou mightſt repoſſeſſe the crowne in peace, 

And of our labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine. 
Glo. Ile blaſt his harueſt; if your head were laid, 


For yet I am not lockt on in the world. 


This ſhoulder was ordaind ſo thicke to heaue, 
And heaue it ſhall ſome weight, or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way, and thou ſhalt execute. 
Edu. Brothers of Clarence and of Gloſter, 
Pray loue my louely queene, 
And kiſſe your princely nephew, both. 
Cla. The duty that I owe vnto your maicſty, 
J ſeale vpon the roſiate lips of this ſweete babe, 
 Queene. Thankes noble Clarence, worthy brother thankes» 
Gloe 
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Glo. And that I loue the fruite from whence thou ſprangſt, 
Witneſſe the louing kiſſe I giue the childe. 
To fay the truth, ſo Judas kiſt his maſter, 
And ſo he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 
Edw, Now am I ſeated as my ſoule delights, 
Cla. What will your grace haue done with Margaret ? 
Reynard her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawnd the Cicels and leruſalem, 
And hither haue they ſent it for a ranſome. 
Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France, 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time, 
With ſtately triumphs and mirthfull comicke ſhewes, 
Such as befits the pleaſures of the court. 
Sound drums and trumpets, farwell to ſowre annoy, . 
For heere I hope begins our laſting ioy. | 
Exeunt omnes, 
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King RICHARD the Third. 


CONTAINING 


His treacherous Plots againſt his Brother Clarence: 
the pittifull murther of his innocent Nephewes: 
his tyrannicall Vſurpation: with the whole 
Courſe of his deteſted Liſe, and moſt deſerued 
Death. 


As it hath beene lately acted by the Kings Maieſties 
Servants. 


Newly augmented, 


By WILLIAM S HAK E-SPE ARE. 


EO DON 


Printed by Thomas Creede, and are to be fold by Ma- 
thew Lawe, dwelling in Pauls Church-yard, at the . 
Signe of the Foxe, 1612. 


This Play has been collated with the fol- 


lowing Editions. 
1 598. Thomas Creede, for Are Wife. 
1602. Ditto. 
1624. Thomas Purfoot, Thomas Pur foot, Kc. 
1629. John Norton, &c. 
1634. John Norton, &c. and another imperfect 


Copy, differing from the reſt, but without a 
Title Page. 
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King RICHARD the Third. 


Enter Richard duke of Gloceſter, ſolus. 


OW is the winter sf * diſcontent, 


Our bruſed armes hung vp for monuments, 
Our ſterne alarums changd to merrie meetings, 
Our dreadfull marches to delightfull Pleaſures 5, 


Grim-viſagde warre, hath ſmoothde his wringled front, 


And now inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſoules of fearefull adverſaries, 
He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber, 

To the laſciuious pleaſing of a loue. 

But I that am not ſharpe for || ſportiue trickes, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glaſſe, 
I that am rudely ſtampt, and want loues maieſtie 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 
Deformd, vnfiniſht, ſent before my time 

Into this breathing world ha/fe ++ made vp, 
And that ſo lamely and vnfaſhionable, 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by ++ them $ 
Why & in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paſle away the time, 


Made glorious ſommer by this ſonne of Yorke * 
And all the cloudes that lowrd + vpon the houſe, 
In the deepe bo/ome 4 of the ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 
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Vnleſſe to ſpie my ſhadow in the ſunne, 
And deſcant on mine owne deformitie : 
And therefore ſince I cannot prone a louer 
To entertaine theſe faire well ſpoken daies, 
T am determined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleafures of theſe daies 
Plots haue I laide, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken propheſies, libels and dreames, 
To ſet my brother Clarence and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other, 
And if king Edward be as true and juſt 

As I am ſubtile, falſe and trecherous: 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mewd vp, 
About a propheſie which ſaies that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer ſhall bee, 
Diue thoughts downe to my ſoule, 


Enter Clarence with a guard of men. 


Here Clarence comes, 
Brother, good dayes, what means this armed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

Cla. His maieſtie tendering my perſons ſafetie hath appointed 
This conduct to conuey me to the tower, 

Glo. Vpon what caule ? 

Cla. Becauſe my name is George. 

Glo. Alack my lord, that fault is none of yours, 
He ſhould for that commit your goad fathers *. 
O belike his maieſtie hath ſome intent 
That you ſhall be new chriſtned in the tower, 
But what 1s | the matter Clarence may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I know, for I proteſt 
As yet I do not, bat as I can learne, 
He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 
And from the craſſe-· rowe pluckes the letter G 

* godfather, f wobatts T Ta, 
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And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be, 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It /ellowes FF in his thought that J am he, 

Theſe as I learne, and ſuch like toyes as theſe, 
Haue moued his highneſſe to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 
Tis not the king that ſends you to the tower, 

My lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis ſhee 
That tempts * him to this extermitie : 

Was it not ſhe and that good man of worſhip 
Anthony Wooduille her brother there, 

That made him ſend lord Haſtings to the tower, 
From whence this preſent day he is delivered ? 
We are not ſafe Clarence, we are not ſafe. 

Cla. By heauen I thinke there is no man || ſecurde 
But the queenes kindred, and night-walkig heralds, 
That trudge betwixt & the king and miſtreſſe Share: 
Heard ye not what an humble ſuppliant 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his delinerie ? 

Glo. Humble | complaining to her deitie, 


Got my lord chamberlaine his libertie, 


Ile tell you what, I thinke it is + our way, 

If we will keepe in favour with the king, 

To be her men, and weare her livery, 

The icalous oreworne widow and her ſelfe, 
Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 


Are mightie goſlips in this monarchy, 


Bro. I beſeech your graces both to pardon me? 
His maieſtie hath ſtraightly giuen in charge, 
That no man ſhall have priuate conference, 

Of what degree ſoeuer with his brother, 


Clo, Even fo and pleaſe your worſhip Brokenbury, 


You may partake of any thing we ſay : 


I follows, * tempers, nan it. & betweene, I humbly, F it were. 
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We ſpeake no treaſon man, we ſay the king 
Is wife and vertuous, and his || noble queene 
Well ſtrooke in yeares, faire, and not iealous, 
We ſay that Shores wife hath a pretie foote, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a paſſing pleaſing tongue. 
And that the queenes kindred are made gentle folkes : 
How ſay you fir, can you deny all this? 
Bro. With this (my lord) my ſelfe haue“ naught to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with miſtreſſe Shore, I tell thee fellow, 
He that doth naught + with her, excepting one, 
Were beſt he J do it ſecretly alone. 
Bro. What one my lord ? | . 
Glo. Her huſband knaue, wouldſt thou betray me? 
Bro, I beſeech your grace to pardon me, and with all 
forbeare — | 
Your conference with the noble duke. 
Cla, We know thy charge Brekenbury, and will obey. 
Glo, We are the queenes abiects and mult obey, 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the king, 
And whatſoever you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call king Edwards widow ſiſter, 
I will performe it to infranchiſe you, 
Meane time this deepe diſgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 
Cla. I know it pleaſeth neither of vs well. 
Glo. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long. 
I will deliver you, or lie for you, 
Meane time haue patience. 
Cla. I muſt preforce, farewell. | Exit Cla. 
Glo. Go tread the path, that thou ſhalt nere returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee ſo, 
That I will ſhortly fend thy ſoule to heauen, 
If heanen will take the preſent at our hands: 
But who comes here, the new delivered Haſtings ? 
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Enter Lerd Haſtings. 


Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious lord, 
Gh. As much vnto my good lord chamberlaine : 
IVell are you welcome to this open aire, = 
How hath your lordſhip brookt impriſonment ? 1 
Haſt. With patience (noble lord) as priſoners muſt: 1 
But I ſhall line my lord to giue them thankes, 0 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 9 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo ſhall Clarence too, 
For thay that were your enemies are his, 
And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 
Haſt. More pittie that the eagle ſhould be mewed, . 
While kites and buzars prey at libertie, 
Glo, What newes abroad? | 
Haſt. No newes ſo bad abroad, as this at home: 4 
= The king is ſickly, weake and melancholy, | 
And his Phiſitians feare him mightily. 
4 Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Oh he hath kept an cuil + diet long, 
And ouermuch conſumed his royall perſon, 
Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon, 
What, is he in his bed? 
Haſt. He is. 
Glo. Goe you before, and I will follow you, Exit Haſt. 
He cannot live I hope, and muſt not die 
Till George be packt with poſt horſe vp to heauen, 
Ile in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With © lyes well ſteeld with weightie arguments, 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to liue : 
Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy, 


- = - 4 ll. 8 PEI * 
I > dee GEESE —— 
„ b 2 at 4 1 nas 

= . — — _ 


6 2 3 
r — — 


* — 
3 


N 


r N 
PR by 


. r F ent 3 rg, gi 
2 _ = EY "$4 — 2 "Ip" : 4 4 > b —— = 22 * 
EL —— 8 


1 Well you are, Þ+ ill. } vbich. 
vol. II. 0 And 


TER TRAGCE DIE or 


And leave the world for me to buſſell in: 

For then Ile marry Warwicks youngeſt daughter. 

What though I kild * her huſband and her father, 

The readieſt way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her huſband and her father : 

The which will I, not all ſo much for loue, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her which I muſt reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horſe to market : 

Clarence ſtill breathes t, Edward ſtill lives and þ raignes, 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines. Ext, 
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Enter Lady Anne, with the hearſe of Harry the 6. 


Lady Anne. Set downe, ſet downe your honourable lord, 
If honour may be ſhrowded in a hearſe 


Whileſt I a while obſequiouſly lament 

The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancaſter. 

Poore kei-cold figure of a holy king, 

Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter, 

Thou bloodles remnant of that royall blood, 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy ghoſt, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy ſlaughtred ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſelfeſame hands that made theſe holes: 
Loe, in thoſe windowes that let foorth thy life, 
I powre the helpeleſſe blame of my poore eyes. 
Curſt be the hand that made the 9 fatall holes, 
Curſt be the heart that had the heart to do it, 
More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : 
Then I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 
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If ever he have child, abortiue be it, 
Prodigious and vntimely brought to light : 
Whoſe vgly and vnnaturall aſpect 

May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 
If euer he haue wife, ler her be made * 

As miſerable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore lord and thee. 
Come now towards Chertſey with your holy load 
Taken from Paules to be interred there : 

And ſtill as you are a wearie of the waight, 
Reſt you whiles I lamente king Henries coarſe, 


Enter Gloſter. . 


lo. Stay you that beare the coarſe, and ſet it downe. 
Ia. What blacke magitian coniures vp this fiend 
To ſtop denoted charitable deeds ? 
Gh, Villaine, ſet down the coarſe, or by Saint Paul, 
Ile make a coarſe of him that diſobeyes. 
Gen.” My bord + ſtand backe and let the coffin paſſe, 
Glo, Vnmanerd | dog, ſtand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by Saint Paul Ile ſtrike thee to my foote, 
And ſpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 
La. What do you tremble, are you all afraide ? 
Alas, I blame you not for you are mortall, 
And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell. 
Auant thou dreadfull || miniſter of hell, 
Thou hadſt but power ouer his mortall bodie, 
His ſoule thou canſt not haue, therefore be gone. 
Glo. Sweet faint for charitie, be not ſo curſt. 


La. Foul diuel, for Gods ſake hence and trouble vs not, 


For thou haſt made the happie earth thy hell : 
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Fild it with curſing cries, and deepe exclaimes, 
If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 
Oh gentlemen ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 
Open their congeald mouths and bleed afreſh. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul deformitie, 
For tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptie veynes where no blood dwels. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 
Prouokes this deludge moſt vnnaturall. 
Oh God, which this blood madſt, reuenge his death: 
Oh earth which this blood drinkſt, reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ſtricke the murtherer dad, 
Or carth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
As thou dee * ſwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
Which his hel-gouernd arme hath butchered. 
Glo. Ladie, you know no rules Þ of charitie, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſes. 
La. Villanne,. thou knowſt no law of God nor man: 
No beaſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pittie. 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt, 
La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth, 
Glo. More wonderfull when angels are fo angry, 
Vouchſafe divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed euils to giue me leave, 
By circumſtance but to acquite my ſelfe. 
La. Vouchſafe defuſed infection of a man, 
For theſe knowne euils, but to giue me leaue, 
By circumſtance to curſe thy curſed ſelfe. 
Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelfe. 
La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canſt make 
No excuſe currant, but to hang thy ſelfe. 
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Gh. By ſuch diſ pare I ſhould accuſe my ſelfe. 
La. And by diſparing ſhouldſt thou ſtand excuſde, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy lelte, 
Which dideſt vnworthy ſlaughter vpon others. 
Glo. Say that I ſlew them not. 
La. Why then they are not dead : 
But dead they are, and diueliſh ſlaue by thee. 
Glo. I did not kill your huſband. 
La. Why then he is aliue. 
Gl. Nay, he is dead and ſlaine by Edwards hand. 
La, In thy foule throat thou lyeſt. Queene Margret ſaw 
Thy blo2dly * faulchion ſmoking in his blood, 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her breſt, 
But that thy brother þ beat aſide the poynt. . 
Glo. I was prouoked by her ſlanderous tongue 
Which laid heir guilt vpon my guiltleſſe ſhoulders, 
La. Thou waſt prouoked by thy bloodie minde, 
Which neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 
Didſt thou not kill this king? 
Glo. I grant yee F. 
La. Doeſt graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maieſt be damned for that wicked deed, 
Oh he was gentle, milde, and vertuous. 
Glo. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 
La. He is in heauen, where thou ſhalt neuer come. 
Glo, Let him thanke me that holpe to ſend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 
La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 
Glo, Yes one place elſe, if ye + will heare me name it. 
La, Some dungeon, 
Glo. Your bed-chamber, 
La. IIl reſt betide the chamber where thou lieſt. 
Glo. So will it madame, till I lie with you. 
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La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know ſo, but gentle ladie Anne, 
To leave this kind incounter of our * wits, 
And fall ſomewhat into a ſlower methode : 
Is not the cauſer of the time-leſſe deaths 3 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, = 
As blamefull as the executioner? 

La. Thou art the cauſe, and moſt accurſt effect. 

Glo. Your beautie was the cauſe of that effect. 
Your beautie which did haunt me in my ſleepe, 
To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reſt tha? + houre in your ſweet boſome. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 4 
The/e t nailes ſhould rend that beautie from my || cheekes. | 

Glo, Theſe eies could neuer endure ſweet beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſh them if I ſtood by : 

As all the world is cheared by the ſunne, _ Fx 
So I by that, it is my day, my life. | 1 
. La. Black night ouerſhade thy day, and death thy life. 
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Glo. Curſe not thy ſelfe faire creature, thou art both. ! 
La. I would I were to be reuengde on thee, = 
Glo. It is a quarrell moſt vnnaturall, 2 
To be reuengde on him that loueth you. =_ 
La. It is a quarrell iuſt and reaſonable, = 
To be reuengd on him that flew my huſband. | | j 
Glo. He that bereft thee lady of thy huſband, | F 
Did it to helpe thee to a better huſband. = 
La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. | 
Glo. Go too, he lues that loues you better then he could. | 


La. Name him. 4 
Glo. Plantagenet. =_ 
La. Why what F was he ? 
Gl. The ſelfe ſame name, but one of better nature. 
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La. Where is hee? 

Glo. Heere. Shee ſpitteth * at him. 
Why doeſt thou pit at mee ? f 

La. Would it were mortall poyſon for thy ſake, 

Glo. Neuer came poyſon from ſo ſweete a place. 

La. Neuer kung poyfon on a fowler toade, 
Out of my ſight, thou doeſt infect my eyes, 

Glo. Thine eyes ſweet lady haue infected mine. 

La. Would they were baſiliſkes to ſtrike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might dye at once, 
For now thy {| kill mee with a liuing death: 
Thoſe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne ſalt teares, 
Shamed their aſpe& with ſtore of childiſh drops, 


I never ſued to friend ꝙ nor enemie, . 
My tongue could neuer learne ſweete ſoothing t words. 
But now thy beautie is propoſde my fee: 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake, 
Teach not thy ** lips ſuch ſcorne, for they were made 
For kiſſing lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe here I lend thee this {harpe pointed ſword, 
Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true boſome, 
And let the ſoule forth that adoreth 4+ thee: 
I laie it naked to the r deadly ſtroke : 
And humbly beg the death vpon my knee ||. 
Nay, do not pawſe, twas I that kild your huſband, 
But twas thy beautie that prouoked mee: 
Nay now diſpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, 
But twas thy heauenly face that ſet me on: 
Here ſhe lets fall the fword. 
Take vp the $5 ſword againe, or take vp me. 
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La. Ariſe diſſembler, though I wiſſi thy death, 
I will not be the executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will doe it. 

La. I haue alreadie. 

Glo, Tuſh; that was in te“ rage: 

Speake it againe, and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy + loue did kill thy loue, 
Shall for thy loue kill a farre truer loue, 

To both their deaths thou ſhalt be acceſſarie. 

La. I would I knew t thy heart. 

Gl, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I feare me both are falſe. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your ſword. 

Gl. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That ſhall you know hereafter, 

Glo. But I ſhall live in hope. 

La. All men I hope liue ſo. 

Glo. Vouchſafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take 1s not to give. 

Glo. Look how this ring incompaſſeth thy finger, 
Euen ſo thy breaſt incloſeth me || poore heart. 
Mere & both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy pore q ſuppliant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeſt confirme his happineſſe for euer: 

La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleaſe thee leaue theſe ſad deſignes 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner, 

And preſently repaire to Cro/bie place, 

Where after I haue ſolemnely enterred 

At Chert/ie monaſterie this noble king, 
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And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
7 will with all expedient dutie fee you: 
For diuers yaknowne reaſons, I beſeech you 
Graunt me this boone. 
La. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too, 
To ſee you are become fo penitent : 
Trefſill and Bartly *, goe along with me. 
3. Bid me farewell. 
La, Tis more then you deſerue : 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine I haue faid farewell alreadie. Exit. 
Gl. Sirs, take vp the corle, 
Ser. Towards Chertſie noble lord? 
Glo. No: to IWhite Fryers there attend my comming. 
Exeunt. Manet Glo. 
Was euer woman in this humor woed ? 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne? 
Ile haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
What I that ꝗ kild her huſband and her || father, 
To take her in her hearts extreameſt heare &. 
With curſes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 
The bleeding witneſſe of her hatred by : 
Hauing God, her conſcience, and theſe barres againſt me, 
And I "nothing to backe my ſuite withall + 
But the plaine diuell and diſſembling lookes, 
And yet to win her all the world fe * nothing. Hah? 
Hath ſhe forgot alreadie that braue prince 
Edward, her lord, whom I ſome three months ſince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury ? 
A ſweeter and a louelier gentleman, 
Framd in the prodigalitie of nature: 
Yong, valiant, wiſe, and no doubt right royall, 
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The ſpacious world cannot againe affoord, 
And will ſhe yet debaſe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the golden prime of this ſweete prince, 
And made her widdow to a wofull bed ? 

On me, whoſe all not equals Edwards moity, 
On me that halt, and am vnſhapen thus? 

My dukedome to be a beggerly denier, 

I do miſtake my perſon all this while. 

Vpon my life ſhe finds, although I cannot 
My ſelfe, to be a maruailous proper man. 

Ile be at charges * for a looking- glaſſe, 

And entertaine ſome ſcore or two of tailors 
To ſtudie faſhions to adore + my bodie, 

Since I am crept in fanour with my ſelfe, 


I will maintaine it with a f little coſt. 


But firſt Ile turne you || fellow in his grane, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out faire ſunne, till I haue bought & a glaſſe, 

That I may ſee my ſhadow as I paſſe. Exit, 


Enter Queene, lord Riuers and Gray. 


Ri. Haue patience madame, thers no doubt his maieſtie, 
Will ſoon recouer his accuſtomed health. | 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worſe, 
Therefore for Gods ſake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words. 

Qu. If he were dead, what would betide of me? 

Ri. No other harme but loſſe of ſuch a lord. 

Qu. The loſſe of ſuch a lord includes all harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleſt you with a goodly ſonne, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Qu. Oh he is yong, and his minoritie 
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Is put vnto * the truſt of. Rich. I Gloceſter, 
A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 
Ri. Is it t concluded he ſhall be protector? 
1. It is determined, not concluded yet, 
But ſo it muſt be if the king miſcarrie. 


Enter Buck. Darby. 


Gr. Here comes the lords of Buckingham and Darby, 
Buc. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 
Dar. God make your maieſtie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
Nu. The counteſſe Richmond good my lord of Darby 
To your good praiers will ſcarcely || fay, Amen: 
Yet Darby, notwithſtanding ſhees your wife, a 
And loues not me, be you good lord aſſured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 
Dar. 1$ beſeech you either not beleeue 
The envious ſlaunders of her && accuſers, 
Or if ſhe be accuſde in true report, 
Beare with her weakeneſſe, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſte, and no grounded malice. 
Ri, Saw you the king to day my lord of Darbie ? 
Dar. But now the duke of Buckingham and I, 
Came from viſiting his maieſtie. | 
Qu. What ** likelihood of his amendment lords? 


Buc. Madame, good hope, his grace ſpeakes ++ chearfully. 


Qu. God graunt him health, did you confer with him? 
Buc, Madame we did : he deſires to make attonement 
Betwixt the duke of Gloceſter and your brothers, 
And betwixt them and my lord chamberlaine, 
And ſent to warne them to his royall preſence. 
Au. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 
I feare our happineſle is at the higheſt. 
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Enter Gloceſter. 


Glo. They doe me wrong, and I will not indure it. 
Who are they that complaines vnto the king ? 
That I forſooth am ſterne and loue them not: 
By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with ſuch diſentious * rumors 1 
Becauſe I cannot flatter and ſpeake faire, | 
Smile in mens faces, ſmooth, deceine, and cog, 
Ducke with French nods, and apiſh courteſie, 
I muſt be held a rankerous enemie. 
Cannot a plaine man live and thinke no harme, 
But thus in + ſimple truth muſt be abuſde 
By ſilken lie inſinuating lackes ? 
Ri. To whom in all | this preſence ſpeakes your grace? 
Glo. To thee, that ht nor || honeſtie nor grace. 
When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Or thee, or thee, or any of your faction? 
A plague vpon you all. His royall perſon 
(Whom God preſerue better then you would & wiſh) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lewd complaints. 
91, Brother of Gleceſter, you miſtake the matter: 
The king of his owne royall diſpoſition, 
And not prouokt by any ſuter elſe, 
Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 
Which in your outward actions ſhewes it ſelfe, 
Againſt my kinred, brother, and my ſelfe: 
Makes him to ſend, that hereby $* he may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and to remoue it. 
6. IT cannot tell, the worlde is growne ſo bad, 
That wrens may ** prey where eagles dare not pearch, 
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Since euery iacke became a gentleman 
There's many a gentle perſon made a iacke. 
Nu. Come, come, we know your meaning brother Gl. 
You envie mine aduancement and my friends, 
God grant we neuer may haue need of you. 
Glo. Meane time, God gran? * that we haue nced of you, 
Our brother is impriſoned by your meanes, 
My ſelfe diſgraced, and the nobilitie 
Held in contempt, whilſt many faire promotions 
Are daily giuen to enoble thoſe, 
That ſcarce ſome two days ſince were worth a noble. 
Qu. By him that raiſde me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I enioyed, - 
I neuer did incenſe his maieſtie OY 
Againſt the duke of Clarence, but haue beene 
An earneſt aduocat to pleade for him, 
My lord, you do me ſhamfull iniurie, 
3 Falſely to draw me in Zhe/e + vile /uſpefs f. 
; Glo. You may denie that you were not the cauſe, 
Of my lord Haſtings late impriſonment. 
Reu, She may my lord. 
Glo. She may, L. Rivers, why who knowes not ſo ? 
She may doe more ſir then denying that: 
She may help you to many faire | preferments, 
And then denie her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe honours on your high deſerts, 
What my & ſhe not? ſhe may, yea marrie may ſhe, 
Reu. What marry may ſhe ? 
Glo, What marry may ſhe ? marry with a king 
A batcheler, a handſome ſtripling too. 
I wis your grandam had $* worſer match. 
My L. of Glocefter, I haue too long borne 
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Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes, 
By heaven I will acquaint his maieſtie, 

With thoſe groſſe taunts I often haue endured. 

I had rather be a countrey ſeruant mayd, 

Then a great queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, ſcorned, and baited at 
Smal ioy haue I in being Englands queene. 


Enter Qu. Margret, 


©. Mar. And leſned be that ſmall, God I beſeech thee, 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeate is due to me. 
Glo. What? threat you with the telling of * the king? 
Tell him and ſpare not, looke what 7 J ſayd, 
T will auouch in preſence of the king: 
Tis time to ſpeake, my paines are quite forgot. 
Qu. Mar. Out diuel, I remember them too well, 
Thou ſleweſt my huſband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore ſonne at Teuxburie. 
Glo. Ere you were queene, yea or your huſband king, 
I was a pack-horſe in his great affaires. | 
A weeder out of his proud aduerſaires, 
A liberall rewarder of his friends : 
To royalize his blood I ſpilt mine owne. 
Qu. Mar. Vea, and much better blood, then bi or thine. 
Glo. In all which time, you and your huſband Cray, 
Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter : 
And Rivers, fo were you. Was not your huſband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons ſlaine: 
Let me put in your mindes þ if yours forget 
What you haue bene ere now, and what you are: 
Withall, what I haue bene, and what I am. 
Ou. Mar. A murtherous villaine, and fo ſtill thou art. 


* or, + T have, 1 minde, 
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Gh. Poore Clarence did for ſake his father Warwicke, 1 
Yea and forſwore himſelfe (which /z/# pardon). | 

Qu. Mar. Which God reuenge. 

Glo. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, i 
And for his meede (poore lord) he is mewed vp: iq 
1 would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, ; 
Or Edwards ſoft and pittifull like mine, 

I am too childiſh fooliſh for this world. 

Qu. Mar. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and leaue the world, 

Thou cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. | 
Ri. My lord of Glaceſter in thoſe buſie daies, 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our lord, our lawfull king, . 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our king. 

Glo. If I ſhould be? I had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart. the thought of it. 

* 9u, Mar. + As little ioy (my lord) as you ſuppoſe 
1 Vou ſhould enioy, were you this countries king, 

1 As little ioy may you ſuppoſe in me, 

+ That I enioy being the queene thereof. 

F3 Au. Mar. A little ioy enioyes the queene thereof, 

; For I am ſhe, and altogether ioyleſſe. 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pyrates that fall out, 

In ſharing F out that which you haue pild from me: 

Which of you trembles + not that Jooke || on me? 

If not, that I being queene, you bow like ſubiects, 

Yet that by you depo/de $*, you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine, do not turne away. 30 
G. Foule wrinkled witch, what makſt thou h in my ſight? Al 
21, M. But repetition of what thou haſt mard, 

That will I make, before I let thee goe : 
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A huſband and a ſonne thow oweſt zo & me, 
And thou a kingdome, all of you allegeance : 
The ſorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 


And all the pleaſures you vſurpe, ig * mine. 


Glo. The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy ſcorne drew/ + rivers from his eyes, 
And then to drie them, gau'ſt the duke a clout, 
Steept in the + blood of prettie Rutland: 
His curſcs then from bitterneſſe of ſoule, 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are || fallen vpon thee, 
And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 
Qu. So iult is God to right the innocent. 
Hat. O twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that babe, 
And the moſt mercileſſe that euer was heard of. 
Ri. Tyrants themſelues wept when it was reported. 
Dorf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 
Buc. Northumberland then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
9. M. What? were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 
And turne you now * your hatred al ** on me? 
Did Yorkes dread curſe preuaile ſo much with heaue, 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 
Their kingdomes 4% ++, my wofull baniſhment, 
Could all but anſwere for that peeuiſh brat ? - 
Can curſes pierce the cloudes, and enter heauen ? 
Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quick curſes: 
If not by warre, by ſurfet die your king ? 
As our || by murder, to make him a king. 
Edward thy ||| ſonne, which now is prince of Wales, 
For Edward my ſon, which was $5 prince of Wales, 
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Hie“ in his youth, by like vntimely violence +, 
Thy ſelfe a queene, for me that was a queene, 
Out liue thy glorie, like my wretched ſelfe: 

Long maiſt thou liue to waile thy childrens loſſe, 

And ſee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorze , as thou art ſtald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands queene, 

Riuers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 

And ſo was thou Lo. Haſtings, when my ſonne 

Was ſtabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your naturall age, 

But by ſome vnlookt accident cut off. 25 
Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
Qu. M. And leaue out thee? ſtay dog, for thou ſhalt hear me, 

If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ſtore, 

Exceeding thoſe that I can with vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy ſinnes be ripe, 

And then hurle downe their indignation 

On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of conſcience ſtill begnaw thy ſoule, 

Thy friends ſuſpect for traytors while thou liueſt, 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareſt friends, 

No ſleepe cloſe vp that & deadly eye of thine, 

Vuleſſe it be whileſt ſome tormenting dreame 

Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels, 

Thou #lui/b ** markt, abortine rooting hog, 

Thou that waſt ſeald in thy natiuitie 

The ſlaue of nature, and the ſonne of hell, 

Thou ſlaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 
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Thou loathed iſſue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou rag of honour, thou deteſted, &c. 
Glo. Margaret. 
Qu. M. Richard. 
Glo. Ha. 


Qu. Ma. I call thee not. 
Glo. Then I crie thee mercie : for I had thought 


Thou ade * cald me all theſe bitter names. 
24. Mar. Why ſo I did, but /kt + for no reply: 
O let me make the period to my curſe, 
Glo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 
＋ Nu. Thus haue you breathed your curſe againft your ſelfe, 
Qu. M. Poore painted queene, vaine flouriſh of my fortune: 
Why ſtrewſt thou ſuger on that botled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web inſnareth thee about? 
Foole, foole, thou whetſt a knife to kill thy ſelfe, 
The time will come when || thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſe that p5//oned $ bunchbackt toade, 
Haſt. Falſe boading * woman, end thy frantike curſe, 
Leaſt to thy harme thou moue our patience, 
Qu. M. Foule ſhame upon you, you haue oll mou'd mine. 
Ri. Were you well ſeru'd you wonld be taught your duty. 
Qu. M. To ſerue me well, you all ++ ſhould do me dutie, 
Teach me to be your queene, and you my ſubiects: 
9 ſerue tt me well, and teach your ſelues that dutie. 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunatique. 
Au. M. Peace maiſter marqueſſe, you are malapert, 


Your fire-new ſtamp of honour is ſcarce currant : 


O that your young nobilitie could tudge, 
What t'were to looſe it and be miſerable ? 
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They that ſtand high, haue many * blaſts to ſhake them, 
And if they fall they daſh them /elues + to peeces. 

Gh. Good counſell marry, learne it, learne it marques. 

Dorſ. It toucheth you (my lord) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne ſo high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cædars top, 

And dallies with the winde, and ſcornes the ſunne. 

Qu. M. And turnes the ſunne to ſhade, alas, alas, 
Witnes my ſunne t, now in the ſhade of death, 

Whoſe bright outſhining beames, thy cloudie wrath, 
Hath in eternall darkneſſe foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neaſt. 

O God that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud, loſt be it fo, . 

Buck. Haue done for ſhame if not for charitie. 

Qu. M. Vrge neither charitie nor ſhame to me, 
Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

And ſhamefully by you my hopes are butcherd, 
My charitie is outrage, life my ſhame, 
And in my ſhame ill live my ſorrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. 

9, Marg. O princely Buckingham, I will kiſſe thy hand, 
In ſigne of league and amitie with thee : 
Now faire befall thee, and thy princely houſe, 

Thy garments are not ſpotted with our bloud, 
Nor thou within the compaſſe of my curſe. 

Buck, Nor no one & here, for curſes neuer paſſe 
The lips of theſe * that breath them in the ayre. 

M. Ile not beleeue but they aſcend the ſkie, 


And there awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 


O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 
Looke when he fawnes, he bites, and when he bites, 
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His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 
Haue not to do with him, beware of him: 
Sinne, death, and hell haue ſet their markes on him, 
And all their miniſters attend on him. 
Glo. What doth ſhe ſay my lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing that I reſpect my gracious lord. 
Qu. Mar. What doeſt thou ſcorne me for my gentle counſcll, 
And ſoothe * the diuell that I warne thee from? 
O but remember this another day, 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow, 
And ſay poore Margaret was a propheteſle :; 
Live each of you the ſubiects of his hate, 2 
And he to you }, and all of you to Gods. Exis, 
Haſt. My haire doth ſtand on end to heare her curſes. 
Riu. And ſo doth mine, I wonder ſhees at libertie. 
Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 
Pu. f I neuer did her any to my W 
Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 
I was too hot to do ſome body good, 
That 1s too colde in thinking of || it now : 
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 
He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 
God pardon them that are the cauſe of it. 
Riu. A vertuous and a Chriſtianlike concluſion, 
To pray for them that haue done ſcathe to vs. 
Glo. So do J euer being well aduiſde, 
For had I curſt, now I had curſt my ſelfe. 
Cat ſ. Madame his maieſtie doth call for you. 
And for your noble & grace: and you my noble lord. 
Qu. Catſby, we come, lords will you go with vs. 


* ſootb'd, I your, T Haft. || on, & noble omitted. 
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Ki. Madame, we will attend your grace. 
| Exeunt. Ma, Glo. 
Glo. 1 do thee * wrong, and firſt began to braule, 
The ſecret mi/chie/e Þ that I ſet abroach, 
I lay vato the grieuous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeed haue laid in darkeneſſe: 
I do beweepe to many ſimple guls : 
; Namely to Haſtings, Darby, Buckingham, 
| ] | And ſay it ig the queene, and her allies 
That irre the & S againſt the duke my brother. 
Now they beleeue me, and withall whe? $* me 
; To be reuengd on Rivers, Vaughan, Eray. 
2 But then ** ſigh, and with a picce of ſcripture, 
| 7 Tell them that God bids vs 1 4+ do good for euill : 
4 And thus I cloath my naked villanie 
Wich old od ends, ſtolne out of holy writ, 
And ſeeme a faint, when moſt I play the diuell. 
* But ſoft here comes my executioners. 


Enter Executioners, 


How now, my hardy ſtout reſolued mates, 
Are ye now 4 going to diſpatch this deed ? 
Exe. We are my lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
; That we may be admitted where he is. 
4 Glo, It was well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me. 
g When you haue done, repaire to Cygſbie place: 
But ſirs, be ſudden in the execution: 
Withall, obdurate: do not heare him pleade, 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pittie if you mark him. 
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IT would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 


So full of diſmall terror was the time. 


Tre TRACGCEDIE of 


Exs. Tuſh, feare not, my lord we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be aſſured : 


We come to uſe our hands and not our tongues, 
Glo. Your eies drop milſtones, when fooles eies drop tears. 
J like you lads, about your buſineſſe. Exeunt, 


Enter Clarence, Brokenbury. 


Bro, Why lookes your grace ſo heauily to day? 
Cla. Oh, I haue paſt a miſerable night, 

So full of vgly ſights, of gaſtly dreames, 

That as I am a Chriſtian faithfull man, 


Though t'were to buy a world of happie dayes, 


Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tell it. 
Cla. Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundie, 
And in my company my brother Cheſter, 
Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, zhence we lookt * toward England, 
And cited vp a thouſand fearefull times, 
During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter, 
That had befallen vs: as we paſt + along, 
Vpon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Me thought that Glofter ſtumbled, and in ſtumbling 
Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) oucr-boord 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 
Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 
What dreadfull noyſe of waters | in mine eares, 
What vgly fights || of death within mine eyes: 
Me thought I ſaw a thouſand fearefull wracks, 
Ten thouſand men that filhes gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heapes of pearle, 


* there he lcołe. + pac d. 1 water. U What a fight. 
Ineſtimable 
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jneſtimable ſtones, vnvalued iewels, 

Some lay in dead mens ſculs, and in thoſe holes 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 

As twere “ in ſcorne of eyes, reflecting gems, 

Which wade + the ſlimie bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay ſcattered by. 
Bro. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the ſecrets of the deepe ? 

| Cla, Me thought I had: for ſtil the enuious flood 

Kept in my ſoule, and would not let it foorth, 

To keepe + the emptie vaſt and wandring ayre, 

But ſmothered it within my panting bulke, 

Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea, a 
Brok, Awakt you not with this ſore agonie ? 
Clar. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeſt z9 || my ſoule, 

Who paſt (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

With that grim ferriman which poets write of, 

Vato the kingdome of perpetuall night: 

The firſt that there did greete my ſtranger ꝙ ſoule, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what ſcourge for periurie 

Can this darke monarchie afford falfe Clarence ? 

And fo he vaniſht: then came wandring by, 

A ſhadow like an angell, in bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud, and he ſqueakt out aloud, 

Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 

That ſtabd me in the field by Teuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies, take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 

Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 

Such hidious cries, that with the very noiſe, 
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T trembling, wakt, and for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 


Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame. 
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Bro. No maruell (my Lo. *) though it affrighted you, 
I promiſe you, I am afraid to heare you tell it. 

Cla. O Brokenburie, J haue done thoſe things, 
Which now þeare + euidence againſt my ſoule, 
For Edwards ſake, and ſee how he requites me. 
I pray thee gentle keeper ſtay by me, 
My ſoule is heanie, and I faine would ſleepe. 

Brot. I will (my lord) God giue your grace good reſt, 
Sorrow breakes ſeaſons, and repoſing howers 


Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 


Princes haue bat their titles for their glories, 


An outward honour for an inward toyle : 


And for vnfelt imagination t, 


They often feele a world of reſtleſſe cares: 


So that betwixt your | titles, and lowe names, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


The murtherers enter. 


In Gods name what are you, and how came you hither ? 
Exe. I would ſpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on my 


legs. 


Bro. Yea, are ye fo briefe? 


2. Exe. O ſir, it is better to be briefe then tedious, 
Shew him cur $ commiſſion talke no more. 

Bro. I am in this commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands, 
I will not reaſon what is meant thereby 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſſe of the meaning : 


* Lord - 
§* reades, 


＋ beares, 


} imaginations. 


He readeth 9“ it. 


[| their, 


& your, 


Heere 
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Heere are the keyes, there ſits the duke a ſleepe: 
Ile to his maieſtie and certifie his grace, 
That thus I have reſignd my place to you. 
Exe. Do ſo, it is a poynt of wiſedome. 
2. What ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleepes? 
1. No, then he will ſay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 
2. When he wakes, 
Why foole he ſhall neuer wake till the indgement day, 
1. Why then he will ſay we ſtabd him ſleeping. 
2. The vrging of that word indg ment. hath bred 
A kind of remorſe in me. 
1. What, art thou afraid? 
2. Not to kil him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damnd 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 
1. Backe to the duke of Ger, tell him fo, 
2. I pray thee ſtay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would * tel. xx. 
1, How doeſt thou feele thy ſelfe now? 
2. Faith ſome certaine dregs of conſcience are yet within me. 
1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 
2. Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward, 
1. Where is thy conſcience now? 
2. In the duke of Glaſters purſe. 
1. So when he opens his purſe to giue vs our reward, 
Thy conſcience flies out. 
2, Let it goe, ther's fewe or none will entertaine it. 
1, How if it come to thee againe ? 
2. Ile not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ſteale, 
But it accuſeth him, he cannot Neale + but it checks him: 
He cannot lye with his neighbours wife but it detects 


could. T 7 wears, 
| Him, 


o_ — — 
_— A. 
— 4 — — on, 


— — 
— — — 
— — — 


THe TrAGEDIE or 


Him, it is a bluſhing amfaſt * ſpirit that mutinies 
In a mans boſome : it fils one full of obſtacles, 
It made me once reſtore a piece of gold that I found. 
It beggers any man that keepes it : it is turnd out of all 
Townes and cities for a dangerous thing, and eue ry 
Man that meanes to line well, endenours to truſt 
To himſelfe, and to live without it. 

1. Zounds, it is euen now at my elbow perſwading me 
Not to kill the duke. 

2. Take the deuill in thy minde, and beleeue him not, 
He would inſinuate with thee to make thee ſigh. 

1. Tut, I am ſtrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 
I warrant thee. | 

2. Stood + like a tall fellow that reſpects his reputation, 
Come ſhall we to this geare ? 

1. Take him ouer the coſtard with the hilts of my t ſword, 
And then we will chop him in the malmſey-but in the next 

roome : 

2. Oh, excellent deuice, make a pe of him. 

1. Harke, he ſtirs, ſhall I ſtrike ? 

2. No, firſt lets reaſon with him. Cla. awakets, 

Cla. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 

1. You ſhall haue wine enough, my Lo. < anon. 

Cla. In Gods name, what art thou ? 

2. A man, as you are, 

Cla. But not as I am, royall. 

1. Nor you as we are, loyall. 

Cla. Thy voyoe is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 
2, My voyce is now the kings, my lookes mine owne. 
Cla. How darkely and how deadly dooſt thou ſpeake ? 

Tell me who are you? wherefore come 9“ you hither ? 
Am, To, to, to. 


* ſhameful, Þ+ Spo be. 1 thy. | ſcoope, S Lerd. Scan, 
(la, 
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Cla. To murther me? 
Am. I. | 
Cla. You ſcarſely * haue the hearts + to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts f to do it, 
Wherein my friends haue I offended you ? 
1. Offended vs you haue not, but the king. 
Cla. I ſhall be reconcild to him againe. 
2. Neuer my Lo. | therefore prepare to die. 
Cla. Are you cald forth from out a world of men 
To ſlay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 
Where are the euidence to || accuſe me? 
What lawfull queſt haue 9 given their verdict vp 
Vato the frowning iudge, or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before I be conuict by courſe of law? 
To threaten me with death is moſt valawfall : 
I charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 
By Chriſts deare blood ſhed for our greeuous ſins 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 
The deede you vndertake is damnable. 
1. What we will do, we do vpon command. 
2. And he that hath commanded zs S* the king. 
Cla. Erronious vaſſaile, the great King of kings, 
Hath in his tables {+ of his law commanded, 
That thou ſhalt doe no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edit, and fulfill a mans? 
Take heede, for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 
To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 
2. And that ſame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falſe forſwearing and for murder too ? 
Thou didſt receiue the holy ſacrament 
To fight in I] quarrell of the houſe of Lancaſter, 


® ſcarce, ＋ heart, } Lord. || that do. § batb. 
It tabþs, BY the, 
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t. And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didſt breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 

Vnripſt the bowels of thy ſoueraignes ſonne. 

2. Whom thou wert ſworne to cheriſh and defend. 

1. How canſt thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſo deare degree? 

Cla. Alas, for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his ſake : 

W hy ſirs, he ſends ye * not to murder me for this, 

For in this ſinne he is as deepe as I. 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrell from his powerful arme, 

He needs no indirect nor lawful! + courſe, 

To cut off thoſe that haue offended him. 

1. Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 

When pallant /þring t, brave Plantagenet, 

That || princely novice was ſtrooke dead by thee ? 
Cla. My brothers loue, the deuill, and my rage. 
1. Thy brothers loue, the deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you loue F brother, hate not me, 

I am his brother, and I love him well: 

If you be hirde for need &, go backe againe, 

And I will ſend you to my brother Glocęſter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 


2. You are deceiu'd, your brother Gloceſter hates you, 


Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 
Go you to him from me, 
Am. 1, ſo we will. 


Cla. Tell him, when that our princely father Yorke, 


Bleſt his three ſonnes with his victorious arme: 


And chargd vs from his ſoule to loue each other, 


, you, Þ+ lawleſs, 1 ſpringing, | The. I love my. 


8* weed: , 
He 


RichAR DP THE T riky. 


' He little thought of this divided friendſhip, 


1 To counſell me to make my peace with God, 


Bid Glocefter thinke of this and he will weepe. 
Am. I, milſtones, as he leſſond vs to weepe. 
Cla. O, do not ſlander him, for he is kinde. 
1. Right, as ſnow in harneſt, thou deceiuſt thy ſelfe, 
Tis he that ſent vs hither now to murder thee. 
Cla. It cannot be: for when I parted with him, 
He hudg me in his armes, and {wore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my deliuerie. 
2. Why ſo he doth, now he delivers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
1. Make peace with God, for you muſt die my lords, 
Cla. Haſt thou that holy feelling in thy ſoule, 


And art thou yet to thy owne ſoule ſo blind, 
That thou wilt war with God for * murdering me? 
Ah firs conſider he that ſet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 
2. What ſhall we do? 
Cla. Relent and ſaue your ſoules. 
1. Relent, tis cowardly and womaniſh, 
Cla. Not to relent, is bealtly, ſavage, and diueliſh 
My friend, I ſpie ſome pittie in thy lookes : 
Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my ſide and entreate for me : 
A begging prince, what begger pitties not? 
1. I thus, and thus: if this will not ſerue, He ſtabs him. 
Ile chop thee in the malmeſey but in the next roome. 
2. A bloodie deede, and deſperately performd, 
How faine like Pilate would I waſh my hand, 
Of this moſt grieuous guiltie murder done. 
1. Why doeſt thou not helpe me ? 
By heauens the duke ſhall know how ſlacke thou art. 
; * by, 
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2. I would he knew that I had ſaued his brother, 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I ſay, 

For I repent me that the duke is ſlaine. Exit, 
1. So do not I, goe coward as thou art: 

Now mult I hide his body in ſome hole, 

Vatill the duke take order for his burial! : 

And when I haue my meed I muſt away, 

For this wil out, and here I muſt not ſtay. Exit. 


Enter King, Queene, Haſtings, Riuets, &c. * 


King. So, now I haue done a good dayes worke, 

You peeres continue his + vnited league, 

I euery day expect an embaſſage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace my ſoule ſhall part fo f heauen, 
Since I haue ſet my friends at peace on earth: 
Rivers and Haſtings, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your hatred, ſweare your loue. 

Ri. By heaven my heart is purgd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I ſeale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. So thrive I as I feveare | the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your king, 
Leaſt he that is the ſupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end, 

Haſt. So proſper I, as I ſweare perfect love. 

Riu. And I, as I loue Haſtings with my heart. 

Kin. Madam, your ſelfe are q not exempt in this, 
Nor your ſonne Dorſet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue beene factious one againſt the other: 
Wife, loue lord Haſtings, let him kiſſe your hand, 
And what you do, do it vnfainedly : 


* Dorſet, S'c. Tf the, I for, || truly ſwears, & is. x 
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Nu. Here Haſtings, I will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thus * enterchange of loue, I here proteſt, 
Vpon my part ſhall be vnuiolable, 

Ha. And ſo fweare [+ my lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham ſeale thou þ this league, 
With thy embracements to my wines allies, 

And make me happie in your | vaitie, 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turn his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
'Poth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate, in thoſe where I expect moſt loue, 
When I haue moſt neede to imploy a friend. 

And moſt aſſured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me. This do I begge of God, 
When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleaſing cordiall princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vowe vnto my ſickly heart: 

There wanteth now our brother G/c/ter here, 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 


Enter Gloceſter. 


Buc. And in good time here comes the noble duke. 
Glo. Good morrow to my ſoueraigne king and queene, 
And princely peeres, a happie time of day. 
Kin, Happie indeed, as we haue ſpent the day : 
Brother, we haue done deedes of charitie : 
Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 
Betweene theſe ſwelling wrong incenſed peeres. 
Glo, A bleſſed labour nt 5 ſoueraigne liege, 
Amongſt this princely heape, if any here 


* This, Þ I frvears, I up, [| this. & my moſt, 
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By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 
Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly or in my rage, 
Haue ought * committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I deſire 
To reconcile me to his 4 friendly peace, 
Tis death to me to be at enmitie. 
J hate it, and deſire all good mens loue. 
Firſt madame, I intreat þ peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my dutious ſeruice. 
Of you my noble couſen Buckingham, 
If euer any grudge were lod'gd betweene vs. 
Of you my lord Rivers, and lord Gray of you, 
That all without deſert hane frownd on me, 
Dukes, earles, lords, gentlemen} in deed of all: 
I do not know that Engliſh man aliue, 
With whom my ſoule is any iotte at oddes, 
More then the infant that is borne to night : 
I thanke my God for my humilitie. 
921. A holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter, 
J would to God all frifes || were well compounded, 
My ſoueraigne liege I do beſeech your maieſtie 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
14 Glo. Why madame, haue I offred loue for this, 
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WY To be thus ſcornde F in this royall preſence ? 
v9 Who knowes not that the noble duke'is dead ? 
) . bl) . 3 . . 
1 Tou do him iniurie to ſcorne his coarſe. 
— 11 Ri. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 
U # 1 Þ « * — 3 
— 114 94, All ſeeing heauen, what a world is this? 
11 Buc, Locke I fo pale lord Dorſeſt as the reſt ? 
1.6 Dor. I my good lord, and no one g“ in this preſence, 
. . . | 
1 Bat his red colour hath forſooke his cheekes. 
VR 6 g 
WK. Kin. Is Clarence dead? the order was reuerſt. 
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Gl. But he (poore ſoule) by your firſt order dide *, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 
Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 
That came too lagge to ſee him buried : 
God graunt that ſome leſſe noble, and leſſe loyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood: 
Deſerue not worſe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. | 


Enter Darbie, 


Dar. A boone (my ſoueraigne) for my ſeruice done. 
Kin. I pray thee peace, my ſoule is full of ſorrow. 
Dar. I will not riſe vnleſſe your highneſſe graunt. 
Kin. Then ſpeake at once, what is it thou demaundſt? 
Dar. The forfeit (ſoueraigne) of my ſeruants life, 

> Who ſlew to day a ryotous gentleman, 
| Lately attendant + on the duke of Norfolke. 

Vin. Haue Ia tongue to doome my brothers death, 
I And ſhall the ſame giue pardon to a ſlaue; 
My brother ſlew no man, his fault was thought +, 


And yet his puniſhment was cruell death. 


Who ſued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduiſde ? 
Who ſpake of brother-hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore ſoule did forſake 

The mightie Warwicke, and did fight for me? 

Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe, he reſcued me, 

And faid, deare brother, liue and be a king? 

= Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

= Frozen almoſt to death, how he did laþpe || me, 

= Even in his owne garments 9, and gaue himſelfe 


died. ＋ attending. 1 nought, l lapt. Y armes. 
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All thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waighting vaſſailes 
Haue done a drunken ſlaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our deare * Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon, 
And I vniuſtly too, muſt graunt it you 

ſi But for my brother, not a maf{ + would ſpeake, 
Nor I (vngracious) ſpeake vnto my ſelfe, 

For him, poore ſoule : the proudeſt cf + you all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh God, I feare thy iuſtice will take holde 

149 On me, and you and mine, and yours for this. 

| Come Haſtings, helpe me to my cloſet, oh poore Clarence, 
Exit, 
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Glo, This is the fruite of rawnes |: markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the queene, 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 
Oh, they did vrge it (till vnto the king, 
God will renenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Excunt. 


Enter dutches of Yorke with Clarence children. 


Boy. Tell me good granam, is our father dead ? 

Dut. No boy. | 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your breaſt? 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vuhappy tonne ? 

Cirle. Why do you looke on vs and ſhake your head ? 
And call us wretches $, orphanes, caſtawayes, 
If that our noble father be aliue ? | 


* deareſt. F man, J one. || raſhneſs, & wretched, 
Did. 
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Dut. My prettie coſens, you miſtake me much, 
1 do lament the ſickneſſe of the king: 

As loth to looſe him, not * your fathers death + : 
It were loſt labour to weepe for one's that loſt. 

Boy. Then granam you conclude that he is dead, 
The king my vncle is too blame for this. 

God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect, 

Dut. Peace children peace, the king doth loue you well, 
Incapable and ſhallow innocents, 

You cannot geſſe who cauſde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: for my good vncle Glccefter 
Told me, the king prouoked by the queene, : 
Deuis'd impeachments to impriſon him : 

And when he told me ſo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme t, and kindly kiſt my cheeke |, 
And bad me relie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my ſonne, yea and therein my ſhame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my vncle did diſſemble, granam ? 
Dut. I boy. 


Boy. I cannot thinke it, harke, what noiſe is this? 


Enter the Queene. 


Ou. Who F ſhall hinder me to waile and weepe, 
To chide my fortune, and torment myſelfe ? 
Ile ioyne with blacke diſpaire againſt my /e//e 9 
And to my ſelfe become an enemie. 


* now. F dead, I arms, [] cheekes, Mo who, Oh who 
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Dut. What meanes this ſceane of rude impatience? 
Qu. To make an act of tragicke violence, 
Edward, my lord, your ſonne our king is dead. 
Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred ? 
Why wither not the leaues, the ſap being gone? 
If you will live, lament : if die, be briefe: 
That our ſwift winged ſoules may catch the kings, 
Or like obedient ſubiects, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetuall reſt, 
Dut. Ak ſo much intereſt haue I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had title in thy * noble huſband : 
TI hane bewept a worthy huſbands death, 
And liu'd by looking on his images. 
But now two mirrors of his princely ſemblance, 
Are crackt in peeces by malignant death, 
And I for comfort haue but one falſe glaſſe, 
Which greenes me when I ſee my ſhame in him. 
Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath ſnatcht my children fro mine armes, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, oh what cauſe haue I 
Then, being but moitie of my griefe +, 
To ouergo thy plaints and drowne zhe © cries ? 
Boy. Good aunt, you wept not for vr || fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares ? 
Girl. Our fatherleſſe diſtreſſe was left vamoand, 
Your widowes dolours likewiſe be vnwept. 
Qu. Giue me no helpe in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments, 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 
That I being gouernd by the watry moane F, 


* mp. I elfi. t thy. | my. F moore, | 
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May ſend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world ; 

Oh for my huſband, for my heire Lo. Edward, 
Ambo. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Qu. What ſtaie had IT but Edward, and he is gone. 
Amb. What ſtaie had we but Clarence, and he is * gone? 
Dut. What flaies + had I but they, and they are gone? 
Su. Was never t widow, had fo deare a loſſe. | 
Amb. Was ener orphanes had a dearer || loſſe ? 
Dut. Was ener mother had a dearer lolie, 

Alas, I am the mother of theſe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall : 

She for Edward weepes, and ſo do I: 

for a Clarence weepe, ſo doth not ſne: 

Theſe babes for Clarence weepe, and ſo do I: 

I for an Edward weepe, and ſo do they F, 

Alas, you three on me threetold diſtreſt. 

Powre all your teares, I am your ſorrowes nurſe, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
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Enter Gloſter, with others. 


Gl. Madam haue comfort, all of vs haue cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre: 
But none can cure their harmes by wailing them, 
Madame my mother, I do cry you mercie, 
I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
I craue your bleſſing. £ 
| Dut. God bleſſe thee, and put meeknes in thy minde, 
; Loue, charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 
; Glo, Amen, and make me die a good old man. 
Thats the butt end of my 9“ mothers bleſſing : 
I maruell why her grace did leaue it out? 
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Buck. You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing peeres, 
That beare this mutuall heauie load of moane, 
No cheare each other, in each others love : 4 
Though we haue ſpent our harueſt for * this king, + 
We are to reape the harueſt of his ſonne : * 
The broken rancour of your high ſwolne hearts, | 1 
But lately ſplinted, knit, and ioynd together, f 
Muſt greatly + be preſeru'd, cheriſht, and kept. 
Me ſeemeth good that with ſome little traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our king. 
Glo. Then be it ſo: and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Ludlow, 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 
To giue your cenſures in this waightie buſineſſe. 
Anſ. With all our hearts. Exeunt. Manet Glo. Buck, 
Buck. My lord, who euer iourneyes to the prince) 
For Gods ſake let not vs two be behinde: 
For by the way Ile ſort occaſion, 
As index to the ſtorie we lately + talkt off, 
To part the queenes proude kindred from the king. 
Glo. My other ſelfe, my counſels conſiſtorie, 
My oracle, my prophet, my deare coſen: 
I like a childe will go by thy direction: 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ſtay behinde. Exit. 


Enter tuo Citizens. 


1 Cit, Neighbour well met, whither away ſo faſt ? 

2 Cit. I promiſe you, I ſcarcely know my ſelfe. 

1. Heare you the newes abroad ? 

2, I that the king is dead, 

1. Bad newes birlady, ſeldome comes the better, 
1 feare, I feare, twill prooue a troubleſome || world. 


* of f gentyy, I lat, I troublown 
Enter 


r 


RicHARD THE TRITRD. 


Enter another Cit. it 


3 Cit. Good morfow neighbours. 

Doth this newes hold of good kings Edwards death ? 
1. It doth. 
3. Then maiſters look to ſee a troublous * world. *þ 
1. No, no, by Gods grace his ſonne ſhall raigne. 1 
3. Wo to that land thats gouernd by a childe. al 
2. In him there is a hope of gouernment, 

That in his nonage, counſell vnder him, | 1 

And in his full and ripened yeeres himſelfe, 1 

No doubt ſhall then, and till then gouerne well. 4 
1. So ſtood the ſtate when Harry + the ſixt | x 

Was crownd at Paris, but at nine | moneths olde. * | 
3. Stood the ſtate ſo? no good my friend not ſo, 

For then this || land was famouſly enricht 0 

With politike graue counſell : then the king * 

Had vertuous vncles to protect his grace. [ 
2. So hath this, both by the father and mother. 
3. Better it were they all came by the father, 

Or by the father there were none at all : 

For emulation now, who ſhall be neare/t &, 


Which V* touch vs all too neare if God preuent not. 9 
Oh full of danger is the duke of Gloceſter, 0 
And the queenes kindred hautie and proude, 5 


£ 


And were they to be rulde, and not zo * rule, 
This ſickly land might ſolace as before. 
2. Come, come, we feare the woorſt, all ſhall be well. 
3. When clouds appeare, wiſe men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand : 
When the ſun ſets, who doth not looke for night ? 
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All may + be well: but if God ſort it ſo, 
Tis more then we deſerue, or I expect. 

1. Truely the ſoules of men are full of dread . 
Ye || cannot almoſt reaſon with a man 
That lookes not heauily & and full of ſeare. 

3. Before the times $* of change, till is it ** ſo: 
By a diuine inſtinct mens mindes miſtruſt 
-Enſuing dangers, as by proofe we ſee, 

The waters ſwell before a boyſtrous ſtorme : 
But leaue it all to God : whither away ? 
2. We are ſent for to the iuſtice. 


3. And ſo was I, Ile beare you companie, Exeunt, 


Enter Cardinall, dutches of Yorke, Qu. yong Yorke, 


Car. Laſt night I heard they lay at Northhampton, 
At Stoniſtratford will they be to night, 
To morrow or next day they will be here. 
Dut. I long with all my heart to ſee the prince, 
I hope he is much growne ſince laſt I ſaw him. 

Qu. But I heare no, they ſay my ſonne of Yorke 
Hath a/mg/t ++ ouertane him in his tf growth. 

Yor, I mother, but I would not haue it ſo. 

Dut. Why my yong couſin it is good to grow. 

Yor. Granam, one night as we did fit at ſupper, 
My vncle Rivers talkt how I did grow 


More then my brother. I quoth my vncle 6175. 


Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And ſince me thinkes I would not grow ſo faſt, 

Becauſe ſweete flowers are ſlow, and weedes make haſte. 
Dut. Good faith, good faith: the ſaying did not hold, 

In him that did obiect the ſame to thee : 
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He was the wretchedſt thing when he was yong, 

80 long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, 

That if this were a rule *, he ſhould be gracious, 

Car. Why madame, ſo no doubt he is. 
Dut. I hope ſo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 
Yor. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred 

I could haue given my vacles grace a flout, 

That ſhould hane neerer toucht his growth then he did mine, 
Dut. How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me heare it. 
Yor. Marry they ſay, that + my vncle grew ſo faſt, 

That he could gnaw a cruſt at two houres hold t : 

Twas full two yeers ere I could get a tooth, 

Granam this would haue beene a prettie eſt. 

Dut. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee ſo? - 
Yor. Granam, his nurſe. 

Dut. Why, ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Yer. If twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
94. A perilous boy: go too: you are too ſhrewd. 
Car. Good madame be not angry with the child. 
24, Pitchers haue || cares. 


Enter Dorſet. 


Car. Here comes your ſonne, lord marques Dorſet, 
What newes lord marques ? 

Dor. Such newes, my lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

24, How fares the prince? 

Dor. Well, madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then? 

Dor. Lord Rivers, and lord Gray, are ſent to Pomfret, 
With them, ſir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners, 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 


* true. + that omitted, I old, [| bath, 
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L Dor. The mightie dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
| Car. For what offence ? 

þ Dor. The ſumme of all I can, I have diſcloſed : 
Why, or for what theſe nobles were committed. 

| Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious lady. 

| Qu. Ay me, I ſee the downefall of our houſe, F 2 
ö The tyger now hath ceazd the gentle hinde: | 
| Inſulting tyrannie begins to iet, | * 
| Vpon the innocent and lawleſſe throane : : 
j Welcome deſtruction, death and maſſacre, 

I ſee as in a mappe the end of all. 

Dut. Accurſed and vaquiet wrangling daies, 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

| My huſband loſt his life to get the crowne, 

And often vp and downe my ſonnes were toſt, 

| For me to ioy and weepe their * gaine and loſle, 

; And being ſeated, and domeſticke broyles 

Cleane ouerblown, themſelues the conquerours, 

| Make war vpon themſelues, blood againſt blood 
Selfe againſt ſelfe, O prepoſterous 

And franticke outrage, end thy + damned ſpleene, 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

y 9. Come, come, my boy, we will to ſanctuarie. 

Dut. Ile go along with you. 

Qu. You haue no cauſe. 

Car. My gracious ladie, go. 
And thither beare your treaſure and your goods. _ 
For my part, Ile reſigne vnto your grace, 

The ſeale I keepe, and ſo betide to me, 
As well IJ tender you, and all of yours: 
Come, Ile conduct you to the ſanctuarie. Exeunt. 
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1 The trumpets ſound. Enter yong Prince, the dukes of Gloce- 
ſter, and Buckingham, Cardinall, &c. 


Buc, Welcome ſweete prince to London to your chamber. 
Gh. Welcome deare coſen my thoughts ſoueraigne. 
The wearie way hath made you melancholie. 
Prin. No vncle, but our croſſes on the way, 
aue made it tedious, weariſome, and heauie : 
I want more vncles here to welcome me. 
Cb. Sweete prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeeres, 
; Hath * not yet dived into the worlds deceit : 
er f more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew, which God he knowes, 
2 Seldom or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 
2 Thoſe vncles which you want, were dangerous, 
® Your grace attended to their ſugred words, 
But lookt not on the poyſon of their hearts: 
God keepe you from them, and from ſuch falſe friends. 
Prin. God keepe me from falſe friends, but they were none. 
= Ch, My lord, the maior of London comes to greete you. 


Enter Lord Maior. 


Lo. M. God bleſſe your grace, with health and happy daies. 
Prin. I thanke you good my L. + and thanke you all: 
thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

; Fie, what a ſlug is Haſtings that he comes not 

To tell vs whether they will come or no. 


Enter L. Ha. 


Buck. And in good time heere comes the ſweating lord. 
Prin, Welcome my lord, what, will our mother come ? 
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Haſt. On what occaſion God he knowes not I: 
The queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue * taken ſanctuarie: the tender prince 
Would faine + come with me to meete your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld, 

Buc, Fie, what an indirect and peeuiſh courſe 
Is this of hers ? lord cardinall, will your grace 
Perſwade the queene they + fend the duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother preſcntly ? 

If ſhe denie, lord Hafiings go with them ||, 
And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My L. of Buckingham, if my weake oratorie 
Can from his mother winne the duke of Yorke, 
Anon expect him heere : but if the be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, Gcd 9 forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleſſed ſanctuarie: not for all this land, 
Would I be guiltie of ſo great & a ſinne. 

Buck. You are too ſenceleſſe obſtinate my lord, 


Too ceremonious and tradiiionall. 


Weigh it but with the greſeneſſe ** of this 55. age, 
You breake not ſanctuarie in ſeazing him: 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted . 
To thoſe whoſe dealings haue deſerued the place, 
And thoſe who haue the wit to claime the place. 


This prince hath neither claimed it, nor deſerued it, 


And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 
Then taking ||| him from thence that is not there, 
You breake no priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft haue I heard of ſanctuarie men, 

But ſanctuarie children neuer till now. 
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Fir. My lord, you ſhall ouerrule my minde for once: 
come on lord Haſtings, will you go with me? | 

Val. 1 go my lord. Exit. Car. & Haſt. 

pri. Good lords make all the ſpeedie haſt you may. 

82 vncle Gloceſter, if our brother come, 

Where ſhall we ſoiourne till our coronation? 

* Gh, Where it think/t * beſt vnto your royall ſelfe: 

f I may counſel you ſome day or two, 

*Your highneſſe ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleaſe & + ſnal be thought moſt fit 

For your beſt health and recreation. 

Pri. I do not like the Tower of any place: 

Did Julius Cæſer build that place my lord? 

1 Buck. He did, my gracious L. 4 begin that place, : 

Which ſince ſucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon record, or els reported 


| 
. 
| 


Buck. Vpon record my gracious lord, 

Prin. But ſay my lord it were not regiſtred, 
Me thinkes the truth ſhould liue from age to age, 
As twere retaild to all poſteritie, 

Euen to the generall ending || day. 

Ch. So wiſe, ſo yong, they ſay do neuer live long. 
Prin. What ſay you vncle? 

Ch. I ſay, without characters fame lives long: 
Thus § like the formall vice, iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word.. 

Prin. That Iulius Cæſar was a famous man, 

7 With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

I His wit ſet downe to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conqueſt of his & conquerour, 
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For now he liues in fame, though not in life: 
Ile tell you what my couſen Buckingham. 
Buck. What my gratious lord ? 
Prin. And if I live vntill I be a man, 
Ile win our auncient right in France againe, 
Or dye a ſouldier as I liu'd a king. 


Glo. Short ſommers lightly * haue a forward ſpring. 


Enter yong Yorke, Haſtings, Cardinall. 


Buc. Now in good time, here comes the duke of Yorke, 
Prin. Rich. + of Yorke, how fares our nble | brother? 
Yor. Well my deare || lord : fo muſt I call you now. 
Prin. I brother to our griefe, as it is yours: 
Too late he dide that might have kept hat & title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much maieſtie. 
Glo. How fares our couſen noble L. $* of Yorke ? 
Yor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my lord, 
You faid that idle weeds are faſt in growth : 
The prince my brother hath out ** growne me farre 
Glo. He hath my lord. 
Yor. And therefore is he idle? 
Glo. Oh my faire couſen, I muſt not ſay ſo. 
Yor. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
Glo. He may command me as my ſoueraigne, 
But you haue power in me as in a kinſman. 
Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 
Glo. My dagger little couſen, with all my heart. 
Prin. A begger brother ? 
Tor. Of my kind yncle that I know will giue, 
And being but a toy, which is no griefe F+ to giue. 
Glo. A greater gift then that, Ile giue my coſen. 
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Ter. A greater gift? O thats the ſword too it. 

Glo, I gentle coſen, were it light enough. 

Yor. O than I ſee you will part but with light gifts, 
In weightier things youle ſay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too werghtie * for your grace to weare. 

Yor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon litle lord? 

Yor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo. How? 

Yor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Torke will ſtill be croſſe in talke : 
Vacle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yor. You meane to beare me, not to beare with me : 
Vncle, my brother mockes both you and me, ID 
Becauſe that I am litle like an ape. 

He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders. 

Buc. With what a ſharpe prouided wit he reaſons, 
To mittigate the ſcorne he giue + his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himſelfe : 
So cunning and ſo yong is wonderfull, 
Gh. My Lo: wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 
My ſelfe and my good couſen Buckingham, 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her . 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 


Yor. What will you goe vnto the Tower my lord? 


Prin, My lord protector will | haue it fo. 

Yor I ſhall not ſleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what ſhould you feare ? 

Yor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoſt: - 
My granam tolde me he was murdred there. 

Prin, I feare no vncles dead. 

Glo, Nor none that live, I hope. 
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Prin. And if they live, I hope I feed not feare. 
But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Yor. Haſt. Dorſ. manet Rich, Buc, 

Buc. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtile mother, 

To taunt and ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, oh tis a perilous F boy, 
Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reſt : come hither Cateſby, 
Thou art ſworne as deeply to effect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceale what we impart, 

Thou knoweſt our reaſons vrgde vpon the way: 
What thinkeſt thou, is it not an eaſie matter 
To make William L. Haſtings of our minde, 

For the inſtalment of this noble duke, 

In the ſeate royall of this famous ile ? 

Cateſ. He for his fathers ſake fo loues the prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againſt hm 

Buc. What thinkeſt thou then of Stanley, what will he? 

Cat. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth, 

Buck. Well, then no more but this : 

Go gentle Cate/by, and as it were afarre off! 
Sound ꝙ lord Haſtings how he ſtands affected 
Vato our purpoſe, if he be willing, 
Encourage him, and ſhew him all our reaſons : 
If he be leaden, icie, cold, vnwilling, 

Be thou ſo too: and fo breake off your talke, 
And give vs notice of his inclination, _ 

For we to morrow hold divided counſels, 
Wherein thy — | highly be employed. 


"© Led: + avian. t Sound then, | fall. 
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Richaxp THE THIRD. 


Cho. Commend me to lord Willam, tell him Cateſby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret caſtle, 
And bid my friend * for ioy of this good newes, 
Giue gentle + miſtreſſe Shore, one gentle kiſſe the more, 
Buck. Good Gateſby effect this buſineſſe ſoundly, 
Cat. My good lords both : with all the heed I may. 
Glo. Shall we heare from you Cate/by ere we ſleepe? 
cat. You ſhall my lord. Exit Cateſby, 
Clo. At Croſby place, there ſhall you find vs both. 
Buck. Now my lord, what ſhall we do, if we perceiue 
William lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our complots ? 
Gl. Chop off his head man, ſome what we will do, 
And looke when I am king claime thou of me 
The earledome of Herford and the mooueables, 
Whereof the king my brother ſtood poſſeſt. 
Buc, Ile claime that promiſe at your graces hands. 
Gh, And looke to haue it yeelded with + willingneſſe. 
Come let vs ſup betimes that afterwards 
We may digeſt our complots in ſome forme. Excunt. 


Enter a Meſſenger to {ord Haſtings, 


Meſſ. What ho my lord. 
Haſt. Who knocks at the doore ? 
Meſ. A meſſenger from the L. Stanley. 


Enter L. Haſt. | 


Haſt, Whats a clocke ? 
Meſ. Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 
at Cannot thy maiſter e the g teditous nights {* ? 


* friends, F gentle omitted, 1 with all, Tord. & theſe, 
6% night, : f 
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Tur Tracepit or 


Mz/. So it ſhould ſeeme by that I haue to fay : 
Firſt he commends him to your noble lordſhip. 
Haſt. And then. | 
- ef. And then he fends you word, 
He dreamt to night the beare * had cafte + his helme: 
Beſides he ſayes, there are two councels held, 
And that may be determined ar the one, 
Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he ſends to know your lordfhips pleaſure 
If preſently you will take horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt into the north, 
To ſhun the danger that his ſoule diuines. 
Haft. Good fellow go, returne vnto thy lord: 
Bid him not feare the ſeparated councels : 
His honour and my ſelfe are at the one, 
And at the other is my ſeruant Cateſby : 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I ſhall not haue intelligence. 
'Fell him his feares are ſhallow, wanting inſtancie, 
And for his dreames, I wonder he is ſo fond, 
To truſt the mockerie of vnquiet ſlumbers. 
To flye the boare before the boare purſue vs, 
Were to incenſe the boare to follow vs, 
And make purſuite where he did meane ns þ chaſe, 
Go, bid thy maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the boare will vſe vs kindly. 
Meſ. My gracious lord, Ile tell him what you ſay. Ext. 


Enter Cateſby to L. Haſtings. 
Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Cateſby : you are early ſtirring, 
What newes, what newes, in this our tottering ſtate ? 


„ bearts f raſte. 1 10. 


Cat, 


. RicyHarD THE TrirD. 


Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my lord, 
E And beleeue twill neuer ſtand vpright _ 
* Till Richard weare the garland of the realme. 
Haſt. Who * weare the l doeſt thou meane the þ 
crowne ? | 9 
Cat. I my good lord. > 
Haſt. Ile haue this crowne of mine, cut from my ſhoulders 
Ere I will ſee the crowne ſo foule miſplaſte: 
But canſt thou. geſſe that he doth ayme at it? 


” Cat. Vpon my life my L. and hopes to finde you forward 


—_— 


6 nt As ea as Aa 
N r "Hs" r 
3 7 A r 8 


A 
£4. a7 8 BY 
* 2 W * 1 

8 * . c 


B Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, f 
And therevpon he ſends you this good newes: i 
© That this ſame very day, your enemies, . 
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The kindred of the queene muſt die at Pomfret. 
Haſt. Indeed I am no mourner for that + newes, 

| Becauſe they haue beene ſtill mine enemies: 

| But that Ile gine my voyce on Richards ſide, 

| To barre my maiſters heires in true diſcent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 
Cat, God keep? your lordſhip in that gracious minde. 
Haſt. But I ſhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 


* 


1 

That they who brought me in my maiſters hate, i i 

; | 1 live to looke vpon their tragedie : 4 
I tell the Carg . "4 
cat. ee lord? if 
Hat. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 3 b 
lle ſend ſome packing, that yet thinke not on it. [ k 
Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious lord il 
When men are vaprepard, and looke not for it. 1 


Halt. O monſtrons, monſtrous, and fo fals it + out 
FE With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray : and fo twill doo 
Wim lome men els, who thinke themſelues as ſafe 
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TuRER TRAOGEDIE or 


As thou, and I, who as thou knowſt are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haſt. I know they do, and I haue well deſerued it. 


Enter lord Stanley. 


What my L. where is your boare- ſpeare man? 
Feare you the boare and goc ſo vnprouided ? 
Stan. My L. good morrow : good morrow Cateſty: 
You may ieſt on, but by the holy roode, 
I do not like theſe ſeuerall councells I. 
Haſt. My L. I hold my life as deare as you do yours, 
And never in my life I do proteſt, 
Was it more precious to me then it is now, 
Thinke you but that I know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be ſo tryumphant as I am ? 
Sta. The lords at“ Pomfret when they rode from Lindon 
Were iocund, and ſuppoſde their ſtates was ſure, 
And + indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt : 
But yet you ſee how ſoone the day orecaſt, 
This ſudden ſcab of rancor I miſdoubt, 
Pray God, I ſay, I proue a needleſſe coward, 
But come my L. + ſhall we to the Tower? 
Ha. I go: but ſtay, heare you not the newes ? 
This day thoſe men you falle of, are beheaded. 
Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then ſome that haue accuſde them weare their hat 5: 
But come my L let vs away, * Exit L. Standley, & Cat. 
Ha. Go you before, Ile follow preſently. 


* of. + Ard they, f Lord. | tall'd, 8 bats n Ti 
Exit is not marked in the firſt edition. Fa 
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RrchARD THE TrirD. 


Enter Haſtings * a purſuant. 


Haſt. Well met Haſtings, how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it pleaſe your good + lordſhip to alk. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laſt where now we meete: 

Then was I going priſoner to the Tower, 

By the ſuggeſtion of the queenes allies : 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy ſelfe) 

This day thoſe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ſtate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your honours good content, 


Haſt. Gramercy Haſtings, hold ſpend thou that. 

5 He giues him his purſe. 
Pur. God ſaue your lordſhip. Exit Pur. 
Enter a Prieſt, 


Haſt. What fir Ihn, you are well met: 
Lam beholding to you for your laſt dayes execiſe: 


Come the next ſabboth, and I will content you. 
He whiſperrs in his eare, 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buc. How now lord chamberlaine, what talking with 2 
prieſt ? | 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieſt, 
Your honour hath no ſhriving worke in hand. 
Haſt. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
Thoſe men you talke of, came into my minde : 
What, go you to the Tower my lord ? 
Buc, I do, but long I ſhall not ſtay, 
I ſhall returne before your lordſhip thence. 


5 tlc 4 068 ended. 


THz Trxacrnre or 


Haſt. Tis like enough, for I ſtay dinner there: 
Buc. And ſupper too, although thou knowſt it not : 
Come ſhall we goe along ? * 


Enter fir Richard Ratliffe, with the lord Riuers, Gray, and 
Vaughan, - þri/oners. 


Rat. Come bring forth the priſoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe, let me tell thee this: 
To day ſhalt thou behold a fabiett die, 
For truth, for dutie, and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack of you: 
A knot you are of damned blood ſuckers, 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret. Oh thou bloudie priſon, 
Fatall and ominious + to noble peeres : 
Within the guiltie cloſure of thy walles 
Richard the ſecond here was hackt to death : 
And for more ſlaunder to thy diſmall ſoule, 
We giue thee vp our guiltleſſe Bud þ to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curſe is falne vpon our heads, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtabd her ſonne. 

Ri. Then curſt ſhe Haſtings, then curſt ſhe Buckingham, 
Then curſt ſhe Richard, Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
And for my ſiſter, and her princely ſonne : 

Be ſatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweſt vniuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, diſpatch, the limit of your liues | is out, 

Riu. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 


And take our leaue 5, vntill we meete in heauen. 
Exeunt, 


* Excunt. T Tcminions, } Vieod. {| lines, F leaves. 


Enter 


RicHARD THE Trirp. 


En ter the lords to counſell, 


Haſt. My lords at once, the cauſe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the coronation. 
in Gods name ſay, when is this royall day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time? 

Dar. It is, and /et but * nomination, 

Biſb. To morrow then, I gueſſe a happie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the lord protectors minde herein? 

Who is moſt inward with the noble duke ? 

Bi. Why you my Lo: me thinks you ſhould ſooneſt know 

his mind. 

Buc. Who I my lord? we know each others faces: 
But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 
Then I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 

Lord Haſtings, you and he are neare in loue. 

Haſt. IJ thanke his grace, I know he loves me well: 1 
But for his purpoſe in the coronation Ul 
J have not ſounded him, nor he delivered | 
His graces pleaſure any way therein : 

But you my + L. may name the time, 

And in the dukes behalfe Ile giue my voice, 

Which I preſume he will take in gentle þ part. 1 
Biſb. Now in good time here comes the duke him ſelfe. 1 


nnn a 
: r R 


n 
T4 * 8 


9 


* W — * " mu _ *** 2 4 n 
S 9 7 * 9 * A N * "0 1 
* * 4 > * 3 * "A 148 n a ET OT 3 *r 4 „ 
£78 * * 11 2 N F 9 . T n . PD TY WS SS tabs Sao et L3 4 9 1 * 
2 „ e n n of LEI os it ag US 1 ay n r 
n 7 N on = . 4 e A * 9 _ n 
. * * . 


N 
—— 


Enter Gloſter. 


* 
Ln 28 
R 
. R N 2 
\ 1 a 
N * 24 N — of 
4 


Gl, My noble L. || and couſens all good morrow, | 
I have bene long a /lceþer F, but now &“ I hope il 
My abſence doth neglect no great deſignes, 1 j 
Which by my preſence might haue bene concluded. ji 
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Tux TRAGEDIE of 
Huc. Had not you come vpon your kew my lord, 
William L. Haſtings had now pronounſt your part: 
I meane your voice for * crowning of the king. 
Glo. Then my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder, 
His lordſhip knowes me well, and loves me well. 
Haſt. I thanke your grace, 
Glo. My lord of Elie. 
Biſh My lord. 
Glo: When I was laſt in Holborne, 
I ſawe good ſtrawberries in your garden there, 
I do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Biſb. J goe my lord. 
Glo, Couſen Buckingham, a word with you: 
Cateſby hath ſounded Haſlings in our buſineſſe, 
And findes the teſty gentleman ſo hote, 
As he will looſe his head are + giue conſent, 
His maiſters ſonne as worſhipfull he termes it, 
Shall looſe the royaltie of Englands throane. 
Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. Ile follow you. 
| | Ex, Glo, 
Dar. We hane not yet ſet downe this day of triumph, 
To morrow in mine opinion is too /oone þ : 
For I my ſelfe am not ſo well prouided, 
As elſe I would be were the day prolonged. 


Enter the biſhoþ of Elie. 


Bi. Where is my L. protector, I haue ſent for theſe raw 
berries. | | 
Haſt. His grace lookes cheerfully and ſmooth to day, 
Theres ſome conceit or other likes him well, | 
When he doth bid good morrow with ſuch a ſpirit, 
I thihke there is neuer a man in Chriſtendome, 
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Ricnard Tre Tarts. 


That can leer“ hide his love or hate then he: 
For by his face ſtraight ſhall you know his heart, 
Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face, 
By any likelihood he ſhewed to day ? 
Haſt. Mary, that with no man here he is offended, 
For if he were, he would haue /hewer Þ it in his face, 
Dar. I pray God he be not, I ſay. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Glo. I pray you all, what do they deſerue 
That do conſpire my death with dinelliſh plots, 
Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my bodie with their helliſh charmes ? 


Haſt. I he tender loue I beare your grace my lord, 


Makes me molt forward in this noble preſence, 
To doome the offenders whatſoeuer they be: 
I fay my lord they haue deſerued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneſſe of this ill, 
See how I am bewitcht, beho!d mine arme 
Is like a blaſted ſapling withered vp. 
This is that Edwards wife, that monſtrous witch, 
Conſorted with that harlot {trumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me, 


Haſt. If they haue done this thing my gratious lord. 


Co. If, thou protector of this damned ſtrumpet, 
Telſ thou me of iffes ? thou art a traitor. 
Off with his head. Now by ſaint Paul, 
I will not dine to day I ſweare, | 
Vntill I fee the ſame, ſome ſee it done: 
The reſt that loue me, come and follow me. 


Exeunt, manet Ca. with Haſt, 


Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 


* e. | Þ+ ſhewde, 


Tu TRA DIE or 


Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 
But I diſdaind it, and did ſcorne to flie, 
Three times to day my footecloth horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 
As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houſc. 
Oh, now I want“ the prieſt that ſpake to me, 
I now repent I told the purſuant, 
As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 
How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd, 
And I my ſelfe ſecure in grace and fauour: 
Oh Margaret, Margaret: now thy heavie curſe 
Is lighted ꝶ on poore Haſtings wretched head. 
Cat. Diſpatch my lord, the duke would be at dinner : 
Make a ſhort ſhrift, he longs to ſee your head. 


Haſt. O momentary ſtate of worldly men, 


Which we more hunt for, then for + the grace of heauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liues like a drunken ſayler on a maſt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble downe 

Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They ſmile at me, that ſhortly ſhall be dead. Excunt. 


Enter duke of Gloſter and Buckingham in armour. 


Glo. Come coſen, canſt thon quake and change thy colour? 

Murt her h thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then begin againe and ſtop againe, 
As if thou wert diſtraught and mad with terror. 

 Buc. Tut feare not me. 
I can counterfeit the deepe tragedian, 
Speake, and looke backe, and prie on cuery fide : 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſtly lookes 
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Are at my ſeruice like inforced ſmiles, 5 165 | 
And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ſtratagems. 
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Enter Maior. 


Glo. Here comes the maior, 

Buc. Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord maior, 
Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

 Buc. The reaſon we haue ſent for you. "i 
Glo. Cateſby ouerlooke the walles. | 
Buc. Harke, I heare a drumme. i 
Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 


Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. : 
Glz. O, O, be quiet, it is Cateſby, 
Enter Cateſby with Haſtings Head. 

Cat, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, | 
The dangerous and vnſuſpected Haſtings. 
Glo. So deare I lou'd the man, that I muſt weepe : ö 
I tooke him for the plaineſt harmeleſſe man, 1 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chriſtian : | 
Looke ye my lord major: 1 
1* made him my booke wherein my ſoule recorded WW 
The hiſtorie of all her ſecret thoughts : if 
So ſmooth he daub'd his vice with ſhew of vertue, 5 1 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: | 9 
I meane his conuerſation with Shores wife, 1 
He laid from all attainder of ſuſpect. 1 
Buck. Well, well, he was the couertſt ſheltred traitor 1 
That euer liu'd, would you haue imagined, | 1 
Or almoſt beleeue, wert not by great preſeruation al 
We liue to tell it you? The ſubtile traitor | | 
# 7 omitted. 1 
Had Wl 
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Had this day plotted in the counſell houſe, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Glicefter. 

Mayor. What, had he ſo? 

Glo. What thinke ye we are Turks or infidels, 
Or that we would * againſt the courſe + of law, 
Proceed thus raſhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perill of the caſe, 
The peace of England, and our perſons ſaſetie 
Inforſt vs to this execution ? 

Ma. Now faire befall you, he deſerued his death, 
And you my good L. + both, haue well proceeded, 
To warne falſe traitors from the like attempts : 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with miſtreſſe Shore. 

Glo. Yet had not we determined he ſhould die, 
Vatil! your lordſhip came to ſee his death, 

Which now the longing haſte of theſe our friends 
Some what againſt our meaning haue preuented, 
Becauſe my lord, wee would hane had you heard 
The traitor ſpeake, and timerouſly confeſſe 

'The manner, and the purpoſe of his treaſon, 
That you minght well haue ſignified the ſame 
Vnto the cittizens, who happily may 

Miſconſter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

Ma. My || good IL. {$ your graces d& word ſhall ſerue, 
As well as ** I had ſeene or heard him ſpeake : 
And doubt you not right noble princes both, 

But Ile acquaint your dutious citizens 
With all your iuſt proceedings in this cauſe ++. 

Gio. And to that end we wi/bt {| your lordſhip here, 

To auoid the carping ſenſures of the world. 


* ſhould. | + forme. t Lords. || But my. $ Lord, & gra- 
Aout. ** os if, tt caſe, tt Wiſh, 
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Buc. But ſince you come * too late of our intents, 
Yet witneſſe what we did intend, and ſo my lord adue. 
Exit Maior. 
Gl. After, after, conſen Buckingham. 
The maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poſt, 
There at your meet/?# | aduantage of the time, 
Inferre the baſterdy of Edwards children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Onely for ſaying he would make his ſonne 
Heire to the crowne, meaning (indeed) his houſe, 
Which by the ſigne thercof was tearmed ſo. 
Moreover, vrge his hatefull luxurie, 
And beſtiall + appetite in change of luſt, 
Which ſtretched to their ſeruants, daughters, wives, * 
Even where his luſtfull eye, or ſauage heart, 
Without controll liſted to make his prey: 
Nay for a need thus farre come neere my perſon, 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that vnſatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 
My princely father then had warres in France, 
And by iuſt computation of the time, 
Found, that the iſſue was not his begot, 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 
But touch this ſparingly as it were farre off, 
Becauſe you know my lord, my brother || lives, 
Zuc. Feare not, my lord, Ile play the orator, 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my ſelfe. 
Glo. If you thriue well, bring them to Baynards caſtle, 
Where you ſhall finde me well accompanied 
With reuerend fathers and well learned biſhops. 


came. + meeteſt, t berftly, | mother, 
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Buc, About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What newes Gmi/dþall aftordeth, and ſo my lord farwell. 


Ex, Buc, 
Glo. Now will I in to take ſome priuie order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of ſight, 
And to giue notice that no manner of perſon 
Ar any time have recourſe vnto the princes, Exit. 


Enter a ſcriuener with a paper in his Band. 


This is the indictment of the good lord Haſtings, 
Which in a ſet hand fairely is engroſs'd, 
That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls: 
And marke how well the ſequell hangs together, 
Eleven houres I ſpent to write it ouer. 
For yeſternight by Cateſby was it brought me, 
The preſident was full as long a dooing, 
And yet within theſe fiue houres lined lord Haſtings, 
Vntainted, vnexamined : free, at libertie : 
Here's a good world the while. Why who's ſo groſſe 
That ſees not this palpable denice ? 
Yer who ſo blind but * ſayes he ſees it not? 
Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, : 
When ſuch bad dealing muſt be ſeene in thought. Exit. 


Enter Gloceſter at one doore, Buckingham at another. 


Glo. How now my lord what ſay the citizens? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizenes are mumme, and ſpeake not a word. 

Elo. Toucht you the baſtardy of Edwards children? 
Buc. I did: with the inſatiate greedineſſe of his deſires, 

His tyranny for trifles : his owne baſtardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 


hat, 


Withall 
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Withall I did inferre your lienaments, 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in one * forme and nobleneſſe of minde : 
Layd chen + all your victories in Scotland: 
Your diſcipline in warre, wiſedome in peace : 
Your bountie, vertue, faire humilitie : 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpoſe 
Vntouch't, or ſlieghtly handled in diſcourſe : 
And when my oratorie grew to end, 
I bad them that /ozes || their countries good, 
Cry, God ſaue Richard, Englands royall king, 
Cb. A, and did they ſo? 
Buc. No ſo God helpe me, 
Bat like dumbe ſtatues or ᷣᷣreathleſſè & ſtones, 
Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them : 
And aſkt the mayor what meant && this wilfull ſilence? 
His anſwere was, the people were not wont 
To be ſpoke too, but by the recorder, 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe : 
Thus faith the duke, thus hath the duke inferd : 
But nothing /þake ** in warrant from himſelfe: 
When he had done, ſome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 
And ſome ten voyces cryed, God ſaue king Richard 1 
Thankes louing citizens and friends quoth I, ' 
This generall applauſe and louing ſhoute, 
Argues your wiſedome and your loues to Richard. c 1 
And ſo brake off and came away. | " 
Glo. What tongueleſſe blocks were they, would they not 
' {peake? 
Buc. No by my troth my Lord. 


® your, + upon, 4 % an” | did lowe. F breathing. &* meanes, 
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Glo. Will not the mayor then, and his brethren come ? 
Buc. The maior is heere * : and intend ſome feare, 
Be not ſpoken withall, but with mightie ſute : 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 
And ſtand betwixt two church-men good my lord, 
For on that ground Ile build a holy deſcant : 
Be not eaſie + wonne to our requeſt : 
Play the maydes part, ſay no, but take it. 
Glo, Feare not me, if thou canft pleade as well for them, 
As I can fay nay to thee for my ſelfe, | 
No doubt weele bring it to. a happy iſſue, 
Buc. You ſhal fee what I can do, get you f vp to the 
leads. Ex, 
Now my lord mayor, J dance attendance heere, 
I think the duke will not be ſpoken withall. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Here comes his ſeruant : how now Cateſby, what ſayes he? 
Cat. My lord he doth entreat your grace 


To viſit him to morrow, or next day: 


He is within w:th two & reuerend fathers, 
Diuinely bent to meditation, 
And in no worldly ſute would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from bis holy exerciſe. 
Buc. Returne good Cateſty to thy lord again, 
Tell him my ſelfe, the maior and citizens, 
In deepe deſignes and matters of great moment, 
No leſſe importing then $* our generall good, 
Are com? to haue ſome coference with his grace. 
Cat. Ile tell him what you ſay my lord. Exit. 
Buc. A ha my lord, this prince is not an Edward : 
He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, | 


* heere at hand, T eafilie, 1 you omitted, eu. 8 and 
tive right, I* them then, 
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But on, his knees at meditation : | 2 
Not dallying with a brace of curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe diuines: 

Not ſleeping to ingroſſe his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull ſoule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious priace 

Take on himſelte the ſoueraigntie thereon, 

But ſure I feare we ſhall neuer winne him to it. 


Mai. Marry God forbid his grace ſhould ſay vs nay. 
Enter Cateſby. 


© Buc. I feare he will, how now Cateſby, | 
What ſayes your lord? 
Cat. My lord he wonders to what end you haue aſſembled 
Such troupes of citizens to ſps.\e with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereoi bu... - 
My lord, he feares you meane no good to him, 
Buc. Sory I am my noble couſen ſhould 
Suſpect me that I meane no good to him, 
By heauen I come in Perfe/7 * lone to him, 
And ſo once more returne and tell his grace: Exit Cateſby. 
When holy and deuout religious men, 
Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence +, 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation. 


Enter Rich. and two bi/boþs al:ft. 


Mater, See where he ſtands between? two clergimen. 
Buc. Two props of vertue for a Chriſtian prince: 
To ſtay him from the fall of vanitie, 
Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious prince, 
Lend fauourable cares to my requeſt, 
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And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriſtian zeale. 
Glo. My lord, there needs no ſuch apologie, 
I rather do beſeech you pardon me, 
Who earneſt in the ſeruice of my God, 
Neglect the viſitation of my friends : 
But leauing this, what is your graces pleaſure ? 
Buc. Euen that I hope which pleaſeth God aboue, 
And all good men of this vngonernd ile. 
Glo. I do ſuſpect, I haue done fome offence, 
Fhat ſeeme * diſgracious in the cities eyes, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buc. Vou haue my lord: would it pleaſe your grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 
Glo. Elſe wherfore breath I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buc. Then know it is your fault that you reſigne 
The ſupreame ſeate, the throne maieſticall, 
The /ceþtred + office of your aunceſtors, 
The lineall glory of your royall houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſht ſtocke : 
Whileſt in the mildeneſſe of your ſleepie thoughts, 
Which here we waken to your | countryes good: 
This noble ile doth want hs || proper limbes, 
Her face defac't with /cars & of infamie, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in zhis & ſwallowing gulph, 
Of blind forgetfulneſſe and darke obliuion: 
Which to recure ** we heartily ſolicite 
Your gracious ſelfe to take on you the ſoueraigntie thereof, 
Not as protector, ſtweward, ſubſtitute, 
Ner |i|| lowly factor for an others gaine? 
But as ſucceſſinely from blood to blood, 
Your right of birth, your emperie, your owne : 


* ſcemes, Þ+ ſeeptre, t ure. | her, § /ars, $* the, 
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For this conſorted with the citizens, 
Your * worſhipful and very + louing freinds, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this iuſt ſute come I to mone your grace. 
Glo. I know not hit her ꝓ to depart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeake in your reproofe, | 
Beſt fitteth | my degree or your condition: 
Your loue deſerues my thankes, but my deſert 
Vnmeritable ſhunnes your high requeſt, 
Firſt if all obſtacles were cut away, | 
And that my path were even to the crowne, 
As my right F reuenew and due by birth, 
Yet ſo much is my pouertie of ſpirit, . 
So mightie and ſo many my defects, 
As I had rather hide me from my greatneſſe, 
Being a barke to brooke no mightie ſea, 
Then in my greatneſſe couet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my glory ſmothered : 
But God be thanked theres no need for & me, 
And much I need to helpe you if need were, 
The royall tree hath left vs royall fruite, 
Which mellowed by the ſtealing houres of time, 
Will well become the ſeate of maieſtie ; 
And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 
On him I lay what you would ay * on me: 
The right and fortune of his happie ſtarres, 
Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him. 
Buc, My lord, this argues conſcience in your grace, 
But the reſpects thereof are nice and triuiall, 
All circumſtances well conſidered. 
You fay that Edward is your brothers ſonne, 
So ſay we too, but not by Edwards wife: 


| 
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For firſt he was contract * to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives, a witneſle to that vow, 

And afterward by ſubſtitute betrothed 

To Bona, ſiſter to the king of France, 

Theſe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diſtreſſed widowe, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beſt dayes, 

Made prije + and purchaſe of his luſtfull eye, 
Seduc't | the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 
To baſe declenſion and /2arhd | bigamie, 

By her in his 5 vnlawfull bed he got, 

This Edward, whom our maners terme the prince : 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 

Saue that for reverence to ſome aliue 

I giue a ſparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my lord, take to your royall ſelfe, 
This proffered benefit of dignitie ? 

If not to bleſſe vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your royall ſtocke, 

From the corruption of abuſing F* time. 

Vato a lineall true deriued courſe. 

Mai. Do good my lord, your citizens entreat you. 
Cat. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull ſute. 
Glo. Alas, why would ||| you heape thoſe cares on me, 

I am vnfit for ſtate and dignitie : 

I do beſeech you take it not amiſſe, 

I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 

Buc, If you refuſe it as in loue and zeale, 

Loth to depoſe the childe your brothers ſonne, 

As well we know your tenderneſſe of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorſe, 


* contrafted, ＋ price, 4} Seduce, and omitted, failed. 
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Which we haue noted in you to your kin, il 

And egally * indeed to all eſtates, 

Yet whether you accept + our ſure or no, 

Your brothers ſonne ſhall never raigne our king, 

But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 

To the diſgrace and downfall of your houſe: 

And in this reſolution here we © leaue you, 

Come citizens, zounds Ile intreat no more. 
Glo. O do not ſweare my lord of Buckingham. 
Cat, Call them again, my L. || and accept their ſute. 
Ano. Do, good my Lord, leaſt all the land do rew it. 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 

Well, call them again, I am not made of ſtones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats 9, „ 

Albeit againſt my conſcience and my ſoule, 

Couſen of Buckingham, and you ſage grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the & burthen whether I will or no, 

I muſt haue pacience to endure the loade, 

But if blacke ſcandale or / foule fac't reproach 

Attend the ſequell of your impoſition, 

Your meere inforcement ſhall acquittance me 

From all the impure blots and ſtaines thereof, 

For God he knowes, and you may partly ſee, 

How farre I am from the deſire thereof. 
May. God bleſſe your grace, we ſee it, and will fay it. 
Glo. In ſaying fo you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buc, Then I ſalute you with this kingly title: 

Long live king Richard, Euglands royall king. 
May. Amen. 
Buc. To morrow will it pleaſe you to be crown'd ? 
Glo. Even when you will, ſince you will have it ſo. 
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Buc. To morrow then we will attend your grace, 
Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taſke againe : 
Farewell good couſen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 


Enter Quecne Mother, dutcheſſe of Yorke, marques Dorſet at 
one daore, dutcheſſe of Gloceſter at another doore. 


Dut. Who meets vs heere, my neece Plantagenet ? 
Qu. Siſter well met, whither away ſo faſt ? 
Dut. Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as J gueſſe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your ſelues, 
To gratulate the tender princes there. 
Qu. Kind ſiſter thanks, weele enter all togither. 


Enter the Lieutenant F the Tower. 


And in good time here the lieutenant comes. 
M. lieutenant, pray you by your leaue, 
How fares the prince? 
Lieue Well madam, and in health : but by your leaue, 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit him, 
The king hath ſtraightly charged the contrary. 
Qu. | he king? why, who's that? 
Lieu. I cry you mercie, I meane the lord protector. 
Qu. The Lord protect him from that kingly title: 
Hath he ſet bounds * betwixt their loue and me: 
I am their mother, who ſhould keepe me from them ? 
I am their father, mother , and will ſee them. 
Dut. Glo, Their aunt I am in law, in loue their mother: 
Then feare not thou. Ile beare thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee on my perill. 
Lieu. I do beſeech your graces all to pardon me: 
L am bound by oath, 1 may not do it. 


* bonds, T This ſpeech in one copy is given to the dutcheſs of Verte. 
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Enter lord Standly. 


Stan. Let me but meete you ladies az * an houre hence, 
And Ile ſalute your grace of Yorke, as mother: 
And reuerent looker on, of two faire queenes. 
Come madam, you mult go with me to Heſtminſter, 
There to be crowned Richards royall queene, 
Qu. O cut my lace in ſunder, that my pent heart 
May haue ſome ſcope to beate, or elſe I ſound 
With this dead /ihing + newes. 
Dor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your grace ? 
Qu. O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me, get thee hence, 
Death and deſtruction dogge | thee at the heeles, 6 
Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 
If thou wilt out/tripþ || death, goe croſſe the ſeas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach d of hell, 
Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this ſlaughter houſe, 
Leaſt thou increaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margarets curſe, 
Nor * mother, wfte, nor Englands counted queene. 
Stan. Full of wiſe care is this your counſell madam, 
Take all the ſwift aduantage of the time, 
You ſhall haue letters from me to my ſonne, 
To meete you on the way, and welcome you, | 
Be not taken tardie, by vnwiſe delay. 1 
Dut. Yor. O ill diſpearſing winde of miſerie, 
O my accurſed wombe, the bed of death, 
A cocatrice haſt thou hatcht to the world, 
| Whole vnanoyded eye is murtherous. | 
Stan. Come madam, I in all haſte was ſent for it; | 
Duch, And I in all vnwillingneſſe will goe, | 
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I would to God that the idclufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that muſt. round my browe, 
Were red hotte ſteele to ſeare me to the braine, \ 
Annoynted let me with deadly poyſon, 
Aud die, ere men can ſay, God ſaue the queene. 
. Alas poore ſoule, I ennie not thy glory, 
To feede my humor, wiſh thy ſelfe no harme. 
Dut. Glo. No, when he that is my huſband now, 
Came to me as I followed Henries courſe, 
When /carce the blood was * well + waſht from his hands, 
Which iſſued from my other angel huſband, 
And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
O, when I ſay, Tlookt on Richards face, 
This was my wiſh, be thou quoth I accurſt, 
For making me ſo yong, ſo old a widow. 
And when thou wedſt, let ſorrow haunt thy bed, 
And be thy wife, if any be ſo badde 1 
As miſerable by the death of thee, 
As thou haſt made me by my deare lords death, 
Loe, ever I can repeate this curſe againe, 
Euen in io ſhort a ſpace, my womans heart 
Crofly & grew captiue to his hony words, 
And prou'd the ſubiects of my owne ſoules curſe, 
Which euer ſince hath kept my & eyes from ſleepe, 
For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 
Haue I enioyed the golden deaw of ſleepe, 
But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 
Beſides, he hates me for my father Warwicke, 
And will ſhortly be rid of me. 
Qu. Alas poore ſoule, I pittie thy complaints. 
Dut. Glo. No more the from my ſoule I mourne for yours, 
91, Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 


* the blcod was ſcarce, F well omitted, T madde | care, 
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Duz. Glo. Adue poore ſoule, thou takſt thy leane of it. 
Du. Yor. Go thou to Richmid, and good fortune guide thee, - 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels guard thee, 
Go thou to ſanctuarie, good thoughts poſſeſſe thee, 
I to my graue where peace and reſt lie with me, 
Eightie ode“ yeares of ſorrow haue I ſeene, 
And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 


The trumpets ſound. Enter Richard crowned, Buckingham, 
Cateſby, with other nobles. 


King. Stand all apart. Coſen of Buckingham, 
Giue me thy hand: Here he aſcendeth his throne. 
Thus high by thy aduice | 6 
And thy aſſiſtance is king Richard ſeated: 

But ſhall we weare theſe honours for a day? 
Or ſhall they laſt, and we retoyce in them ? 

Buc. Still line they, and for ever may they laſt. 

Ain. Ri. O Buckingham, now. 1 do f play the touch, 
To trie if thou be currant gold indeed: 

Yong Edward liues: thinke now what I would ſay. 

Buc. Say on my gratious ſoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, I ſay I would be king. 

Buc. Why ſo you are my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha: am I king? tis ſo, but Edward lives. 

Buc. True noble prince. 

King. O bitter conſequence, 

That Edward Qill ſhould liue true noble prince. 

Coſen, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull: 

Shall I be plaine? I with the baſtards dead, 

And I would haue it ſuddenly performde. 

What faiſt thou? ſpeake ſuddenly, be briefe. 
Buc. Your grace may do your plcaſure. 


* odde. + do I, 
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King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindneſſe freezeth, 
Say, haue I thy conſent that they ſhall die? 
Buc. Giue me ſome breath, ſeme litle pauſe * my lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeake herein: 
I will refolue your grace immediatly. 
Cat. The king is angry, fee, he bites the f lip. 
King. I will converſe with iron witzed þ fooles, 
And vnreſpectiue boyes, none are for me 
That looke into me with conſiderate eyes: 
Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumſpect. 
Boy. Lord ||. 
King. Knowſt thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a cloſe exploit of death. 
Boy. My lord, I know a diſcontented gentleman, 
| Whole humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Gold were as good as twentie orators, 
And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 
King. What is his name? 
Boy. His name my lord, is Tirrell. 
King. Goe call him hither preſently. 
The deepe reuoluing { wittie Buckingham, 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſell, 
Hath he fo long held out with me vatirde, 
And ſtops he now for breath ? 


E nter Darby. 


How now, what newes with you ? 
Dar. My lord, I heare the marqueſſe Dor/et 
Is fled to Richmond, in thoſe parts beyond the ſeas where he 
abides. 
King. Cateſby. 


®* ſome litle pauſe omitted, + his, I witty, | My lord, 
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Cat. My lord. 
King. Rumor it * abroad 
That Anne my wife is ſicke and like to die, 
1 will take order for her keeping cloſe : 
Enquire me out ſome meane borne gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence daughter, 
The boy is fooliſh, and I feare not him : 
Looke how thou dreamſt: I ſay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is ſicke and like to die. 
About it, for it ſtands me much vpon. RN 
To ſtop all hopes whoſe growth may damage me, 
I muſt be married to my brothers daughter, 
Or elſe my kingdome ſtands on brittle glaſſe, 
Murther her brothers Þ, and then marry her, 
Vncertaine way of gaine, but I am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pþlucke + on ſin, 
Teare || falling pittie dwels not in this eye. 


Enter Tirrel. 


Is thy name Tirrell ? 
Tir. Iames Tirrel, and your moſt obedient ſubiect. 
King. Art thou indeed. 
Tir. Proue me my gracious ſoueraigne. | 
King. Darſt thou reſolue to kill a friend of mine? | 
Tir. I my lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
King. Why there thou haſt it, two deeße q enemies, 
Foes to my reſt, and F$* my ſweete ſleepes diſturbs, | 
Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon: | i 
Tirrel, I meane thoſe baſtards in the Tower. | | 
Tir, Let me haue open * meanes to come to them, | 
And ſoone Ile rid you from the feare of them. [| 


| omitted, 8* that, open omitted. OI 


King. 
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King. Thou ſingſt ſweete muſicke. Come hither Tirrill. 
Go by that token, riſe and lend thine ear. 


He whiſpers in his eare. 
Tis no more but ſo, ſay it is done 


And I will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 
Tir. Tis done my gracious * lord. 
King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel, ere we ſleepe ? 


Enter Buckingham. 


Tir. Ye ſhall my + lord. 
Buc. My lord, I have conſidered in my mind, 
The late demaund that you did found me in, 
King. Well, let that paſſe, Dorſet is fled to Richmond, 
Buc. I heare that newes my lord. 
King. Stanly he is your wiues ſonne : wel looke to it. 
Buc, My lord, I claime your gift, my due by promiſe, 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 
The earledome of Herford and the moueables, 
The which you promiſed I ſhould poſſeſſe. 
King. Stanly loske to your wife, if he 4 conuey 
Letters to Richmond you ſhall anſwere it. 
Buc. What ſayes your highneſſe to my iuſt demaund ? 
King. As I remember, Henry the ſixt 
Did propheſie that Richmond ſhould be king, 
When Richmond was a little peeuiſh boy, 
A king perhaps, perhaps. | | 
Buck. My lord. 
King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill him. 
Buck. My lord, your promiſe for the earldome. 
King. Richmond, when laſt I was at Exeter, 
The maior in curteſie ſhewed me the caſtle, 


* ene. + Yea my good, t they. | 
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And called it Ruge-mount, at which name I ſtarted, 
Becauſe a bard * of Ireland told me once 
I ſhould not live long after I ſaw Richmond. 
Buc. My lord. 
King. I, whats a clocke ? 
Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promiſde me. 
King. Well, but whats a clocke ? 
Buc. Vpon the ſtroke of ten. 
King. Well, let it ſtrike, 
Buc, Why let it ſtrike ? 
King. Becauſe that like a iacke thou keepſt the ſtroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 
Buc. Why then reſolue me whether you will or no? 
K. Tut, tut, thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vaine. 


Exit. 
Buc. Is it euen ſo? rewards he my true ſeruice 
With ſuch deepe contempt, made I him king for this? 
O let me thinke on Haſtings, and be gone 
To Brecneck, while my fearefull head is on. Exit, 


Enter fir Francis Tirrell. 


Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 
The moſt arch- act of pitteous maſſacre, 
That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 
Dighton and Forreſt whom I did ſubborne 
To do this ruth/ull + peece of butchery, 
Although they were fleſht villains, bloudy dogs, 
Melting with tenderneſſe and kind + compaſſion, 
Wept like two children in their deaths ſad ſtories : 
Loe thus quoth Dighton laie the | tender babes, 


* rd. 3 Þ ruthle Co 1 kind omitted, þ theſes 
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Thus thus quoth Forre/t girdling * one another 
Within their innocent alablaſter armes, 

Their lips /ike + foure red roſes on a ſtalke, 

Which + in their ſommer beautie kiſt each other, 

A booke of praiers on their pillow laie, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoſt changd my minde, 
But O the diuel ! there the villaine ſtopt, 

Whilſt Dighton thus told on || we ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framde, 

ll 
They could not ſpeake, and fo I left them both, 
To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 


Enter king Richard. 


And here he comes. All haile my ſoueraigne liege. 
King. Kind Tirrell, am { I happie in thy newes ? 
Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 

Beget your happineſſe, be happie then, 

For it is done my lord. 

King. But didſt thou ſee them dead? 
Tir. I did my lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell? | 
Tir. The chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell ſoone at & after ſupper, 

And thou ſhalt tell the proceſſe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 


And be inheritor of thy deſire. Exit Tirrell. 


Farewell till ſoone. 
The ſonne of Clarence haue I ent & vp cloſe, 


* girding. | + Wers. 1 When. 0 told, one. & and, 
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His daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 
The ſonnes of Edward ſleepe in Abrahams boſome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night: 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 

At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 
To her I goe a tolly thriuing wooer. 


Enter Cateſby. 
Cat. My lord. 
King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeſt 72 * fo bluntly ? 
Cat. Bad newes my lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. 
King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare + 
Then Buckingham and his raſh leuied army: 
Come, I haue heard that fearfull commenting, 
Is leaden ſeruitor to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and ſnaile-pac't beggery, 
Then fierie expedition be my wings, 
oue ||, Mercurie and Herald for a king. 
Come muſter men, my counſaile is my ſhield, 
We muſt be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Exeunt. 


Enter queene Margaret ſola. 


9. Mar. So now proſperitie begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Here in theſe confines ſlilie haue I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine aduerſaries: 
A dire induction am I witneſſe too, 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prone as bitrer, blacke, and tragicall, 
Withdraw thee wterched Margaret, who comes here, 


in omitted, + neare omitted, I kwdld, |} Fove's. 
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Enter the Queene, and the dutcheſſe of Yorke, 


Qu. Ah my yong princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flowers *, new appearing ſweets +, 

If yet your gentle ſoules flie in the aire, 

And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 

Houer about } me with your aierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Qu. Mar. Hover about her, ſay that right for right 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

Au. Wilt thou O God, flie from ſuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfe: 

When didſt thou ſleepe, when ſuch a deed was done? 
Qu. Mar. When holy Mary, dide, and my ſweet ſonne. 
Dutch. Blind ſight, dead life, poore mortall lining ghoſt, 

Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame, graues due by life vſurpt, 

Reſt they & vnreſt on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocents blood. 

Qu. O that thou wouldſt as well affoord a graue, 

As thou canſt yeeld a melancholy ſeate, 

Then would J hide my bones, not reſt them heere: 

O who hath any cauſe to mourne but I? 

Dut. So many miſeries haue craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

9. Mar. If auncient ſorrow be moſt renerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of ſignorie, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If ſorrow can admit ſocietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him : 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 


* flower, T faveet, 4 above, Harry. & thy, their, 
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Thou hadſt an Edward, till a Richard kild him. | 

Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kild him, | | 
Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him: 

had a Rutland too, and * thou holpſt to kill him. 
Q. Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods +, 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let looſe, to chaſe © vs to our graues, 

O vpright, iuſt, and true diſpoſing God, 

How do I thanke thee, zhat || this carnall curre 

Praies on the iſſue of his mothers bodie, 

And makes { her pue-fellow with others mone. 
Dut. O Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witneſſe with me, I have wept for thee $*, 
9. Mar. Bear with me, I am hnngry for renenge, 

And now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ſtabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke, he is but boote, becauſe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loſſe: | 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, q 
And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, | 
The adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaugham, Gray, 

Vatimely ſmothred in their duſkie graues, 
Richard yet lines, hels blacke intelligencer, 
Onely reſerued their factor to buy ſoules, 

And ſend them thither, but at hand at hand to 
Enſues his pitteous, and vnpittied end, 
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Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, ſaints pray, 
To haue him ſuddenly conueyed away. 
Cancell his bond of life deare God J pray, 
That I may live to ſay, the dog is dead. 
Qu. O thou didſt prophecie the time would come 
That I ſhould wiſh for thee to helpe me curſſe 
That botteld ſpider, that foule hunch-backt * toade. 


94. Mar. I cald thee then, vaine flouriſh of my fortune, 


I cald thee then poore ſhadow, painted queene, 

The preſentation of, but what I was, 

'The flattering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurl'd downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two ſweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 
A ſigne of dignitie, a gariſn flagge, | 

To be the aime of euery dangerous ſhot, 

A queene in ieaſt, onely to fill the ſceane: 

Where is thy huſband now, where be thy brothers ? 

Where be + thy children, wherein doeſt thou ioy ? 

Who ſues to thee, and cries God ſaue the queene ? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 

Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For queene, 'a very catiue crownd with care: 

For one being ſued too, one that humbly ſues :. 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that ſcornd at me, now ſcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courſe of juſtice wheel'd about, 

And left thee + but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art |! 


* bunch-backt. * are. 1 me. þ Terk, 


To 


RIcHARD THE TRHIRD. 


To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didſt vſurpe my place, and doeſt thou not 
Pſurpe the iuſt proportion of my ſorrow? 
Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthened yoke, 
From which, euen here, I ſlip my weary necke, 
And leaue the burthen of it all on thee: 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and queene of ſad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſb woes, will make me ſmile in France. 
91. O thou well ſkild in curſes, ſtay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 
Qu. Mar. Forbeare to ſleep the night, and faſt the day, 
Compare dead happineſle with liuing woe, 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 
And he that ſlew them fowler then he is: 
Bettring thy loſſe makes the bad cauſer worſe r, 
Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to curſe, 
Ju. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Qu. Ma. Thy woes wil make them ſharp, and pierce like 
mine, Exit Mar, 
Dut. Why ſhould calamitie be full of words ? 
Ju. Windie atturnies to your client woes, 
Aierie ſucceeders of inteſtate ioyes, 
Poore breathing orators of miſeries, 
Let them haue ſcope, though what they do impart 
Helpe not at + all, yet do they eaſe the heart, 
Dut, If ſo, then be not too toong-tide, goe with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words, lets ſmother 
My damned ſonne, which thy zo | ſonnes ſmothred: 
I heare his drum, be copious in exclaimes. 
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Enter king Richard marching with drummes and trumpets. 


King. Who intercepts my expedition ? 
Dut. A ſhe, that might haue intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
From all the ſlaughters wretch, that thou haſt done. 
Qu. Hid't * thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where ſhould be grauen, if that right were right, 
The ſlaughter of the prince that owde that crowne, 
And the dire death of my two ſonnes, and brothers: 
Tell me thou villaine ſlaue, where are my children? 
- Dut. Thou tode, thou tode, where is thy brother Clarece * 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his ſonne? 
Qu. Where is kind Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Cray“ 
King. A flouriſh trumpets, ſtrike alarum drummes, 
Let not the heauens heare theſe tel-tale women 
Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I ſay. 


| The trumpets ſound. 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, 


Or with the clamorous report of warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
Dut. Art thou my ſonne ? 
King. I, I thanke God, my father and your ſelfe. 
Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 
King. Madame I have a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 
Dut. I will be milde and gentle in my ſpeech. 
King. And briefe good mother, for I am in haſte. 
Dut. Art thou ſo haſtie I haue ſtaid for thee, 
God knowes in anguiſh, pain and agonie. 
King. And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowſt it well, 


Haff. 


Thou 
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Thou camſt on earth, to make the earth my hell: | 
A greenous burthen was thy birth to me, | 
Techie and waiward was thy infancie, | 
Thy ſchoole-daies frightfull, deſperate, wilde and furious: *. 4 
Thy age confirmd, proud, ſubtil, bloudie, e 1 

| 

| 


What comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
That cuer grac't me in thy companie ? 

X. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaſt once forth of my companie : ite! 
If it + be ſo graticus Þ in your fight, 9 
Let me march on, and not offend your grace. | 1 

Dut. O heare me ſpeake, for I ſhall neuer ſee thee more. wr. 

King. Come, come, you are too bitter, l | 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuſt ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age ſhall periſh, 
And neuer looke vpon thy face againe: 1 
Therefore take with thee my molt heauie curſe, 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 

Then all the compleat armour that thou wearſt, 

My praiers on the aduerſe partie fight, 

And there the little ſoules of Edwards children 

Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 

And promiſe them ſucceſſe and victory, 

Blondie thou art, bloudy || will by d thy end, 
Shame ſerues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

Au. Though far more cauſe, yet much leſſe ſpirit to curſe 
Abides in, me, I ſay Amen to all, 

King. Stay madam, I muſt ſpeake a word with you. 

Qu. I haue no more ſonnes of the royall blood, 

For thee to murther, for my daughters Richard, 
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They ſhall be praying nunnes, not weeping quocnes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious. 

Qu. And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live ? 
And Ile corrupt her manners, ſtaine her beautie, 
Slander my ſelfe, as falſe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 
So ſhe may liue vnſcard from bleeding ſlaughter, 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royall blood. 

9. To ſaue her life, Ile ſay ſhe is not fo. 

King. Her life is only ſafeſt in her birth. 

Qu. And only in that ſafetie died her brothers. 
King. Lo at their births gcod ſtars were * oppoſite. 
Qu. No to their lines bad friends were contrary. 
King. All unauoyded is the doome of deſteny. 

Ou. True, when anoyded grace makes deſteny, 
My babes were deſtinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
K. Madam, fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoſtile 
armes, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Then ener you or + yours were by me wrongd, 

Qu. What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 
To be diſconerd that can do me good. 

King. The aduancement of your children mightie lady. 

Qu. Vp to ſome ſcaffold, there to looſe their heads. 

King. No to the dignitie and height of honor, 
The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

21, Flatter my ſorrowes with report of it, 

Tell me what ſtate, what dignitie, whar honor, 
Canſt thou demiſe to any child of mine? 


R1icHARD THE THIRD. 


Ning. Even all I haue, yea and my ſelfe and all, 

Will I withall * endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 

Thou drowne the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt I haue done to thee. 

Qu. Be briefe, leſt that the proceſſe of thy kindneſſe 
Laſt longer telling then thy kindneſſe doo. 

K. Then know that from my ſoule I loue thy + daughter, 

9. My daughters mother thinkes it with her ſoule. 

King. What do you thinke ? 

Q. That thou doeſt loue my daughter from thy ſoule, 
So from thy /oules laue | didſt thou her brothers, 
And from my hearts loue I ds || thanke thee for it. 

King. Be not ſo haſtie to confound my meaning. 
I meane that with my ſoule I lone thy daughter, 
And meane to make her queene of England, 

91, Say then, who doeſt thou meane {hall be her king? 


King. Euen he that makes her queene, how { ſhould elſe? 


Ou. What thou? 

King. I, euen I, what thinke you of it madame? 

Qu. How canſt thou wooe her ? 

King. That I would && learne of you, 

As one that were t beſt acquainted with her humor, 

Ou. And wilt thou learne of me? 

King. Madam with all my heart. 

9. Send to her by the man that ſlew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
Edward and Yorke, then happily ſhe will weepe, 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 


Did to thy I father, a handkercheffe ſteept in Kutlans blood, 


And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 
If this inducement force her not to loue, | 


* withall omitted. + ny. t ſeul. do omitted. C 20h, 
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Send her a ſtory of thy noble acts: 

Tell her thou mad'ſt away her vncle Clarence, 

Her vncle Rivers, yea, and for her ſake _ 

Madeſt quicke conueiance with her good aunt Anne. 
King. Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 

To winne your daughter, 
Qu. There is no other way, 

Valeſſe thou couldſt put on ſome other ſhape, 

And not, be Richard that hath done all this. 
King. Inferre faire Englands peace by this“ alliance. 
Qu. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with fill laſting warre. 
King. Say that the king which may command intreats. 
Qu. That at her hands which the kings king forbid. 
King. Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mightie queene. 

Du. To walle the title as her mother doth, 
King. Say I will love her euerlaſtingly. 
Qu. But how long ſhall that tit'e euer laſt ? 

| King, Sweetly inforce vnto her faire lines end. 

Qu. But how long fairely ſhall Hut title + laſt? 
King. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 
Qu. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 
King. Say I her ſoueraigne am her ſubiect lone. 
Qu. But ſhe your ſubiect loaths ſuch ſoueraigntie. 
King. Be eloquent in my beehalfe to her. 
Qu. An honeſt tale ipeeds beſt being plainely told. 
King. | hen in plaine tearmes tell her my louing tale. 
Qu. Plaine and not honeſt is too harſh a ſtile. 
King. Madame, your reaſons are too ſhallow and too quick, 
Qu. O no, my reaſons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue, + 

Harpe on it {till ſhall I, till heart-ſtrings breake. 


* bir, Þ Her faeet life. 
t Rich. Harp not on that ſtring, madam, that is paſt, 
This line in the firſt and ſecond copy is given to K. Richard, 


King. 
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King. Now by my George, my garter and my crowne. 


Au. Prophand, diſhonord, and the third vſurped. 
King. I ſweare by nothing. 
Qu. By nothing, for this is no oath, 
The George prophand, hath loft his holy honour: 
The garter blemiſht, pawnd his knightly vertue : 
The crowne vſurpt, diſgrac't his kingly dignitie, 
If /emething * thou wilt ſweare to be beleeude, 


Sweare then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrongd, 


King. Now, by the world. 

#6 Tis full of thy foule wr ongs. 

King. My fathers death. 

Pu. Thy /elfe | hath that diſhonord. 

King. Then by my ſelfe. 

91, Thy fſelie, thy ſelfe mite F. 

King. Why, then by God. 

Qu. Gods wrong is molt of all: 
If thou hadſt feard, to breake an oath by bim, 
The vnitie the king my brother made, 
Had not beene CR nor my brother laine. 
If thou hadſt feard to breake an oath by him, 
The emperiall mettel circling now yyy brow, 
Had graſt the tender temples of my childe, 
And both the princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fellowes for duſt, 
Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 

King. By the time to come. 

24, That thou haſt wrongd in time orepaſt, 
For I my ſelfe haue many teares to waſh 
Hereafter time for time, by thee & paſt wrongd, 


The children live, whoſe parents thou haſt Nlaughtred, 


Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with their q age: 
The parents live whoſe children thou haſt butcherd, 


* nothing, Life. 4 miſuſed, | my. ÞF tbe. in ber. | 
| Old 


— m — yy — — — — — 
5 <A Led ne a A 
— —— — 


EAI 0 REAR — — 


— — 
— — — 
e 


— 


THE TRACEDIE or 


Old withered plants to waile it with their age: 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſuſed, eare vſed, by time miſuſed orepaſt. 

King. As I entend to proſper and repent, 

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoſtile armes, my ſelfe my ſelfe confound, 
Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reſt, 
Be oppoſite, all planets of good Incke 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render * not thy beauteous princely daughter, 
In her conſiſts my happineſle and thine, 
Without her, followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her ſelfe, and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 
Sad deſolation , ruine and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother (I muſt call you fo) 
Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Pleade what I will be, not what I hane beene, 
Not by deſerts, but what I will deſerue : 

Vrge the neceſſitie and ſtate of times, 

And be not peeuiſh fond in great deſignes. 

Qu. Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus? 

King. I, if the diuell tempt thee to do good. 

Oe. Shall I forget my ſelfe to be my ſelfe ? 

King. I, if your ſelfes remembrance wrong your ſelfe, 

Qu. But thou didſt kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe, Ie burie + them, 
Where in that neſt of ſpicerie here || ſhall breed, 
Selfes of themſelues to your recomfiture. 

Qu. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by & the decd. 


* tender, ÞT deſolate. 1 T buried, i they, 8 in. 
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Qu. I go, write to me very ſhortly, 
King. Beare her my true loues kiſſe: farewell, Exit Qu. 
Relenting foole, and ſhallow changing woman. 


Enter Rat. 


Rat. My gracious ſoueraigne, on the weſterne coaſt, 
Rideth a puiſſant nauie. To the ſhore, 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-harted friends, 
Vnarmd, and vnreſolud to beate them backe: 
Tis thought that Richmond is their admirall: 
And there they hull, expecting but the ayd, 
Of Buckingham to welcome them aſhore. 
King. Some light foote friend, poſt to the duke of Nerf. * 


Ratcliffe thy ſelfe, or Cateſby, where is he ? 
Cat, Heere my lord, 


Kin, Flie to the duke: poſt thou to Saliſbury, 
When thou comet there: dull vamindfull villain? 
Why ſtandſt thou ſtill, and goeſt not to the duke? 
Cat. Firſt mightie ſoueraigne, let me know your minde, 
What from your grace I ſhall deliver him +. 
King. O true, good Catęſbie, bid him levie ſtraight, 
The greateſt ſtrength and power he can make, 
And meete me preſently at Saliſburie. 
Rat. What it is your highnes pleaſure I ſhal do at Saliſbury 
Kin. Why what weuldft t thou do there before I go? 
Kat. Your highneſſe told me I ſhould poſt before. 
King. My minde is changd ſir, my minde is changd, 


Enter Darby. 


How now, what newes with you? 
Dar. None good my lord, to pleaſe you with the hearing 
Nor none ſo bad but it may well be told. 


* Nor ſolte. + them, t ſhould}, 
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King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad : 7 

Why dooſt thou runne ſo many mile about, 

When thou may lt tell thy tale a neerer Way, 

Once more what newes ? 

Dar. Richmond is on the ſeas. 
King. There let him ſinke, and be the ſeas on kim, 

White liuerd runnagate, what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty ſoueraigne but by gueſſe. 
King. Well fir, as you gueſſe, as you gueſſe *. 
Da. Sturd vp by Dor/et, Buckingham and Elie, 

He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 
King. Is the chayre emptie? is the ſword vnſwaid ? 

Is the kind dead? the empire vnpoſſeſt? 

What heire of Torke is there aliue but we? 

And who is England; king, but great Yorhkes heire ? 

Then tell me what doth he vpon the lea ? 

Dar. Vnleſle for that my liege, I cannot gueſſe. 
King. Vnleſſe for that, he comes to be your liege, 

You cannot gueſſe, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult, and flie to him I feare. 

Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
King. Where is thy power then + to beate him | backe? 

Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now vpon the weſterne ſhore, 

Safe conducting the rebels from their ſhippes. | 
Dar. No my good lord, my friends are in the north. 
King. Cold friends to Richard, what do they in the nortl: ? 

When they ſhould ſerue, their ſoueraigne in the weſt. 
Dar. They haue not bin commanded mightie ſoueraigne 

Pleaſe it your maieſtie to giue me leaue, 

Ile muſter vp my friends and meete your grace, 

Where and what time your maieſtie ſhall pleaſe. 


# 4s you gueſſe omitted. Þ 1040, J them, 


King. 
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King. I, I, thou wouldſt be gone to ioine with Richmond, 
I will not truſt you fir, 
Dar. Moſt mightie ſoneraigne, 
You haue no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtfull, 
neuer was nor neuer will be falſe. 
Xin. Well, go muſter men * but heare you, leaue behinde 
Your ſonne George Stanlie, looke your faith be firme: 
Or elſe, his heads aſſurance is but fraile. 
Dar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My gracious ſoueraigne, now in Deuonſhire, 
As I by friends am well aduertiſed, 57S 
Sir William Courtney and the haughtie prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his brother there, 
With many mo confiderates, are in armes. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Mef. My liege, in Rent the Guilfords are in armes, 
And euery houre more competitors 
Flocke to their ayde, and ſtill their power increafeth. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My lord, the armie of the duke of Buckingham. 
| He ſiriketh him. 
King. Out on you owles, nothing but ſonges of death. 
Take that vatill thou bring me better newes. 
Meſ. Your grace miſtakes, the newes I bring is good, 
My newes is, that by ſudden flood and fall of water, 
The duke of Buckinghams armie is diſperſt and ſcattered, 
And he himſelfe fled no man knowes whither, 
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King, O cry you mercie, I did miſtake, 
Ratcliffe reward him for the blow I gaue him 
Hath any well aduiſed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 
Meſ. Such proclomatis hath bin made my liege. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Mef. Sir Thomas“ Louell and lord marques Dorſet, 
Tis ſaid my liege are vp in armes, 
Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, 
The Brittaine nauie is diſperſt, Richmond in Dorſbire 
Sent out a boate to aſke them on the ſhore, 
If they were his aſſiſtants yea, or no: 
Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie : he miſtruſting them, 
Hoiſt faile, and made away for Brittaine. 

King. March on, march on, fince we are vp in armes, 
If not to fight with forraigne enemies, 
Yet to beate downe theſe rebels here at home. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cat. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beſt newes, that the earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Mzifford, 
Is colder tydings +, yet they mult be told. 

King. Away towards Saliſbury, while we reaſon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Saliſbury, the reſt march on with me. + 


* bare, ＋ newes, T Excuat, 
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Enter Darbie, fir Chriſtopher. 


Dar. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſtie of this moſt bloudie bore, 

My ſonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my preſent aide, 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chrift. At Pembrooke, or at Herford-weſt in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name reſort to him? | 

S. Chriſt. Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmed ſouldier, 
Syr Gilbet Talbot, ſir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir Iames Blunt, . 
Rice vþ Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courſe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar. Returne vnto my * lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him, the queene hath hartily conſented ; 
He ſhall eſpowſe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Theſe letters will reſolue him of my minde, 


Farewell. Excunt. 
Enter Buckingham #0 execution. 


Buc. Will not king Richard let me ſpeake with him? 
Rat. No my lord, therefore be patient. 
Buc. Haſtings, and Edwards children, Rivers, Eray, 
Holy king Henry, and thy faire ſonne Edward, 
Vaugham, and all that haue miſcarried, 
By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuſtice, 
HK that your moodie diſcontented ſoules, 


Do through the cloudes behold this preſent houre, 
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Euen for reuenge, mocke my deſtruction : 
This is All/oules day fellowes, is it not? 
Rat. It is my lord. 
Buc. Why then Ali/oules day, is my bodies doomeſday : 
This is the day, that in king Edwards time 
I wiſht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his children, or * his wines allies : 
This is the day wherein I wiſht to fall, 
By the falſe faith of him I truſted moſt : 
This, this + Allſoules day, to my fearefull ſoule, 
Is the determined re/þ:t I of my wrongs : 
That || high All-ſeer that I dallied with, 
Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 
And giuen in earneſt what I begd in ieaſt. 
Thus doeth he force the ſowrd of widked men 
To turne their F points on their maiſters boſome : 
Now Margarets curſe is fallen vpon my head, 
When he quoth ſhe, ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 


Remember Margaret was a propheteſſe. 
Come firs, conuey me to the blocke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 


Enter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 


Rich. Fellowe in armes, and my moſt louing friends, 
Bruiſd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment: 
And here receiue we from our father Stanley, 
Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 
The wretched, bloudie, and vſurping bore, 
That ſpoild your ſommer field &&, and fruitful vines, 


* and, Fir 1 deſire Hat. F their owne, F# frlds 
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Swils your warme blood like waſh, and makes his trough 
In your imboweld bo/emes , this foule ſwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this ile, 
Neate to the towne of Leycgſter as we learne : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march, 
In Gods name cheare + on, couragious friends, 
To reape the harueſt of perpetuall peace. 
By this one bloudie trial of ſharpe warre. 

1 Lor. Every mans conſcience is a thouſand ſwords 
To fight againſt that bloudie homicide. | 

2 Lor. I doubt not but his friends will ſſie to vs. 

3 Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greateſt need will ſhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
Truc hope is ſwift, and flies with ſwallowes wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 


Enter K. Richard, Norff. Ratcliffe, Cateſby, with others: 1 


King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Boſworth field, 
Why how now Cate/by, why lookeſt thou ſo ſad ? 
Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 
King. Norfolke, come hither : | 
Norſtolte, we muſt haue knockes, ha, muſt we not ? 
Nor. We mult both giue and take, my gracious lord. 
King. Vp with my tent there, here will I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? well all is one for that : | l 
Who hath deſcried the number of our foe ? 
Nor. Sixe or ſeuen thouſand is their greateſt number, 
King. Why our battailon trebels that account, 
Beſides, the 5 kings name is a tower of ſtrength. 
Which they vpon the aduerſe partie want : 
Vp with my tent there, valiant gentlemen, : 


* boſome, T chearly, I what, || Exit, & that a. 
Vo“. III. U Let 


THE TRAGEDIE OF 


Let us ſuruey the vantage of the field, 

Call for ſome men of ſound direction, 

Lets want no diſcipline, make no delay, 

For lords, to morrow is a buſie day, E xeunt, 


Enter Richmond wth the lords. 


Rich. The weary ſunne hath made a golden /eate *, 
And by the bright tracke of his fierie carre, 
Giues ſignall of a goodly day to morrow : 

Where is ſir William Brandon, he ſhall beare my ſtanderd, 
The earle of Pembrocke keepe his regiment, 
Good captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 
And by the ſecond houre in the morning, 
Deſire the earle to ſee me in my tent, 
Yet one thing more good Blunt before thou goeſt: 
Where is lord Stanly quarterd, doeſt thou know ? 

Blunt. Vales I haue miſtane his colours much, 
Which well I am aſſur'd I haue not done 
His regiment liet halfe a mile at leaſt, 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich, If without perill it be poſſible, 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me, this moſt needful ſcrowle. 
Blunt. Vpon my life my lord, Ile undertake it. 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me ſome inke and paper in my tent, 

He draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader to his ſeuerall charge, 

And part in iuſt proportion our ſmall ſtrength : 

Come, let vs conſult vpon to morrowes buſineſſe, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 


/ 


* fetes 
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Enter K. Richard, Norff. Ratcliffe, Cateſby. 


King. What is a clocke ? 
Cat. It is fix of the clocke, full ſupper time. 


King. I will not ſup to night, giue me ſome inke and paper, 


What, is my beuer eaſter then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 
Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readineſſe. 
King. Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Vſe carefull watch, chuſe truſtie centinell. 
Nor. I goe my lord. 
King. Stur with the larke to morrow gentle Norfolke, 
Nor. I warrant you my lord. 

King. Cateſbie, 
Rat, My lord. 
King. Send out a purſeuant at armes 

To Staneleys regiment, bid him bring his power 

Before ſun riſing, leaſt his ſonne George fall 

Into the blinde caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ſtaues be ſound and not too heauy Ratlife. 
Rat. My lord. 
King. Saweſt thou the melancholy L. Northumberland ? 
Rat. Thomas the earle of Surrey and himſelfe, 

Much about * cockſhut time, from troupe to troupe 

Went throughthe ar mie chearing vp the ſouldiers. 
King. So I am ſatisfied, give me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of ſpirit, 

Nor cheare + of minde that I was wont to haue: 

det it downe, is inke and paper readie? 
Rat, It is my lord. 


* ie. T cleares 


U 2 King, 
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King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me, 
Ratcliffe about the mid * of night come to my tent 
And helpe to arme me: leaue me I ſay. Exit Ratliffe, 


Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 


Dar. Fortune and victorie fit on thy helme. 
Ric h. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 
Be to thy perſon, noble father in lawe, 
Tell me how fares our noble + mother? 
Dar. I by atturney bleſſe thee from thy mother, 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good, 
So much for that: the ſilent houres ſteale on, 
And flakie darkneſſe breakes within the eaſt, 
In briefe, for ſo the ſeaſon bids vs be: 
Prepare thy battell early in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbritrement 
Of bloudie ſtrokes and mor tall ſtaring warre, 
Jas I may, that which I would I cannot, 
With beſt aduantage will deceiue the time, 
And aide thee in this doubtfull ſhocke of armes : 
But on thy ſide I may not be too forward, 
Leſt being ſeene, thy brother tender | George 
Be executed in his fathers ſight, 
Farewell, the leiſure and the fearefull time, 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue, 
And ample enterchange of ſweet diſcourſe, 
Which ſo long ſundered friends ſhould dwell vpon, 
God giue vs || leiſure for 5 theſe rights of loue, 
Once more adiew, be valiant and ſpeed weell. 
Rich. Good lords conduct him to his regiment : 
Ile ſtrive with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 
Leſt leaden ſlumber peiſe me downe to morrow, 


® mich, f loving, I tender brather, || vs omitted, 
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When I ſhould mount with wings of victory: 
Once more good night kind lords and gentlemen, Exeunt. 
O thou whoſe captaine I account my ſelfe, 
Looke on my forces with a * gracious eye 4: 
Put in their hands thy bruſing irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh downe with a heauie fall, 
The vſurping helmets of our aduerſaries, 
Make vs thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 

That we may praiſe thee in zhy f viQorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoule, 
Eere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes, 
Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me till, 


Enter the ghoft of || prince Ed. ſonne to Henry the ſixt. ; 


Ghoſt to K. Ri. Let me fit heauie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ſtabſt me in my prime of youth, 


At Teukeſbury : diſpaire therefore F and die. 

To Rich, Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged ſoules 
Of butchred princes fight in thy behalfe, 
King Henries iſſue Richmond comforts thee, 


Enter the ghaſt of Henry the fixt. 


Ghoſt to K. Ri. When I was mortall, my annointed body, 
By thee was punched full of * holes, 
Think on the Tower, and me : diſpaire and die. 
Harrie the ſixt bids thee diſpaire and die. 
To Rich. Vertuous and holy be thou conqueror, 
Harrie that propheſied thou ſhouldeſt be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy ſleepe, live and flouriſh. 


* thy, + apes, 1 the, || of Jong. $ therefore omitted, 
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Enter the ghoft of Clarence, 


Gt. Let me fit heauie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
J that was waſht to death with fulſome wine, 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death : 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe ſword, diſpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offspring of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good angels guard thy battell, liue and flouriſh. 


Enter the ghoſt of Rivers, Gray, Vaughan. 


Riu. Let me fit heauie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
Riuers that died at Pomfret, diſpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Cray, and let thy ſoule diſpaire. 

Vaugh, Thinke vpon YVaugham, and with guiltie feare 
Let fall thy launce, diſpaire and die, 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri.“ boſome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 


Enter the ghoſt L. Haſtings. 


Gho, Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody battell end thy dayes. 
Thinke on lord Faftings, diſpaire and die. 

To Ri. Quiet vntroubled ſoule, awake, awake, 
Arme, fight and conquer for faire Englands ſake, 


Enter the ghoſts of the two yong princes, 


 Gho. to K. R. Dreame on thy couſins ſmoothred in the Tower, 
Let vs be laid  withia thy boſome Richard, 


* Richards, + lead, 
And 
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And weigh thee downe to ruine, ſhame and death, 
Thy nephewes ſoules bid thee diſpaire and die. 


To Ri. Sleepe Richmond ſleepe, in peace, and wake in joy, 


Good angels guard thee from the boares annoy, 
Liue and beget a happy race of kings, 
Edwards vnhappy ſonnes do bid thee flouriſh. 


Enter the ghoſt of queene Anne his wife. 


Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, 
That neuer ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now fils thy ſleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe {word, diſpaire and die. 
To Rich. Thou quiet ſoule, ſleepe thou a quiet ſleepe, 
Dreame of ſucceſſe and happy victorie, 
Thy aduerſaries wife doth pray for thee. 


Enter the gheſt of Buckingham. 


The firſt was I that helpt thee to the crowne, 
The laſt was I that felt thy tyrannie, 
O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltineſſe: 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting diſpaire, diſpairing yeeld thy breath, 
To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But cheare thy heart, and be thou not diſmayd, 
God and good angels fight on Richmonds ſide, 
And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 


» 


K. Richard farteth cut of a dreame. 


K. Ri. Giue me another horſe, bind vp my wounds : 
Haue mercie Jeſu : ſoft, I did but dreame. 
O coward conſcience, how doeſt thou afflict me? 
U4 
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The lights burne blew, it is not * dead midnight: 
Cold fearefull drops ſtands on my trembling fleſh, 
What do I feare my ſelfe? theres none elſe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am +1 : 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

Then flie, what from my ſelfe ? great reaſon why, 
Leſt I revenge. What my ſelfe vpon my ſelfe ? 
Alacke I lone my ſelfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my ſelfe haue + done vnto my ſelfe? 

O no: alas I rather hate my ſelfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my ſelfe: 

I am a villaine, yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy ſelfe ſpeake well, foole do not flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeuerall tongues, 
And euery tongue brings in a ſcuerall tale, 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine : 
Periurie ||, in the higheſt degree, 

Murther, ſterne murther, in the dyreſt degree, 
All ſeuerall ſinnes, all vide in each degree, 
Throng all to the barre , crying all, guiltie, guiltie. 
I ſhall ditpaire, there is no creature loues me, 
And if I die, no ſoule (hall pittie me: 

And wherefore uguld they? ſince that I my ſelſe, 
Finde in my ſeite, no pittie to my ſelfe. 

Me thought the ſoules of all that I murthred 
Came al! ** to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Enter Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My lord. 
King. Zounds, who is there ? | 
Rat. Ratcliffe, my lord, tis I: the early village cocke 


* 7020, + and, I hath, || Perjurie, perjurie, & all omitted. 
I beare, u al. omitted, | 
| i Hath 
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Hath twiſe done ſalutation to the morne, 
Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 
King. O Ratcliffe, 1 haue dreamd a fearefull dreame, 
What thinkſt thou, will our friends proue all true? 
Rat. No doubt my lord. 
King. O Ratcliffe, 1 feare, I feare. 
Rat. Nay good my lord, be not afraid of ſhadowes. 
King. By the apoſtle Paul, ſhadowes to night 
Haue ſtrooke more terror to the ſoule of Richard 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ſhallow Richmond, 
Tis not yet neare day, come goe with me, 
Vnder our tents Ile play the eweſe-dropper, 
To heare if any meane to ſhrinke from me. Exeunt. 


Enter the lords to Richmond. 


Lords, Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich, Crie mercy lords, and watchfull gentlemen, 
That you haue tane a tardie ſluggard here. 

Lor. How haue you ſlept my lord? 

Rich. The ſweeteſt fleepe, and faireſt boding dreames, 
That ever entred in a drowſie head, 
Haue I ſince your departure had my lords. 
Me thought their ſoules, whoſe bodies * Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on victorie: 
I promiſe yau my ſoule is very iocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame. 
How farre into the morning is it lords? 

Lor. Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme, and giue direction. 
More then I haue ſaid, louing countrymen, 

His oration to his fouldiers, 

The leiſure and inforcement of the time, 


body. 


Forbids 
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Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good cauſe, fight vpon our ſide, 
The prayers of holy ſaints and wronged ſoules, 
Like high reard bulwarkes, ſtand before our faces, 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow: 
For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raiſde in bloud, and one in bloud eſtabliſhed : 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And ſlaughtered thoſe that were the meanes to helpe him : 
A baſe foule ſtone, made precious by the ſcile * 
Of Englands chaire, where he is falſly ſet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemie : 

Then if you fight againſt Gods enemie, 

God will in iuſtice ward + you as his ſouldiers: 

If you do fweare þ to put a tyrant downe, 

You ſleepe in peace, the tyrant being ſlaine, 

It you do fight againſt your countries foes, 

Your countries fat, ſhall pay your paines the hire, 
If you do fight in ſafeguard of your wiues, 

Your wiues ſhall welcome home the conquerors : 

If you do free your children from the ſword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age : 

Then in the name of God and all theſe rights, 
Aduance your ſtandards, draw your willing ſwords 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold face: 
But if I thrive, the gaine of my attempt, 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof, 
Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and cheerfully, 
God, and faint George, Richmond, and victorie. 


* feyle. Tf reward, } ſeweate, || The reſt of this play wa? 


wanting in my copy printed in 1598, a leaf being torn off. 
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Enter king Richard, Rat. &c. 


King. What ſaid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was never trained vp in armes, 
King. He ſaid the truth, and what ſaid Surrey then. 
Rat. He ſmiled and faid, the better for our purpoſe, 
King. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is: 
Tell the clocke there. The clocke flriketh, 
Giue me a kalendre, who ſaw the ſunne to day ? 
Rat. Not I my lord. 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine, for by the booke 
He ſhould haue brau'd the eaſt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſome bodie Kat.“ 
Rat. My lord. | 
King. The ſunne will not be ſeene to day, 
The ſkie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 
I would theſe deawie teares were from the ground, 
Not ſhine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond? for the ſelfe- ſame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes ſadly vpon him. 


Enter Norffolke. 


Nor. Arme, arme, my lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come, buſtle, buſtle, capariſon my horſe, 
Call vp lord Stanly, bid him bring his power, 
I will lead forth my ſouldiers to the pleaine, 
And thus my battell ſhall be ordered. 
My foreward ſhall be drawne in + length, 
_ Conſiſting equally of horſe and foote, 
Our archers ſhall be placed in the midſt, 
John duke of Norfolke, Thomas earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the foote and horſe, 


Kat. omitted. ＋ out all in, 
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They thus directed, we will follow 
In the maine battell, whoſe puiſſance on either ſide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt horſe : 
This, and ſaint George to boote, what thinkeſt thou Vor.“ 
Nor. A good direction warlike ſoueraigne, 
He ſheweth him a paper, 

This found I on my tent this morning. 

Iockey of Norffolke be not fo + bold, 

For Dickon thy maifter is bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuiſed by the enemie, 
Goe gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 
Let not our babling dreames affright our ſoules, 
Conſcience is + a word that cowards vſe, 
Deuiſde as firſt to keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our conſcience, ſwords || our lawe 
March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too it pell mell, 
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell, 
His oration to his armie. 

What ſhall I ſay more then I haue inferd; 
Remember whom you are 0 & cope withall, 
A ſort of vagabonds, raſcols and runawaies, 
A ſcum of Brittains, and baſe lackey peſants, 
Whom their orecloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate aduentures and afſur'd deſtruction, 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you f & vnreſt : 
You hauing lands, and bleſt with beauteous wiues, 
They would reſtraine the one, diſtaine the other, 
And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow ? 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coſt, 
A milkeſopt, one that neuer in his life 
Felt ſo much cold as ouer ſhooes in ſnow : 
Lets whip theſe ſtraglers ore the ſeas againe, 


®* Norfollt, f to, fisbut, | our ſwords, Fin 91 you. 
| Laſh 
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Laſh hence theſe ouerweening rags of France, 
Theſe famiſht beggers weary of their liues, 
Who but for dreaming on this fond exployt, 
For want of meanes poor rats had hangd themſelues, 
If we be conquered, let men conquere vs, 
And not theſe baſtard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne Jand beaten, bobd and thumpt, 
And on record left them the heires of ſhame, 
Shall theſe enioy our lands *, lye with our wines ? 
Rauith our daughters, harke I heare their drum, 
Right + gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw archers draw, your arrows to the head, 
Spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in bloud, . 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ſtaues, 
What ſaies lord Stanley, will he bring his power? 
Meſ. My lord, he doth denie to come. 
King. Off with his ſonne Georges head. 
Nor. My lord, the enemie is paſt the marſh, 
After the battaile, let George Stanley die. 


King. A thouſand hearts are great within my boſome, 


Aduance our ſtandards, ſet vpon our foes, 
Our auncient word of courage faire faint George 
Inſpire vs with the ſpleene of fietie dragons, 


Vpon them, victorie fits on our helpes. 


Alarum excurſions, Enter Cateſbie. 


Cat. Reſcew, my lord of Mefolte, reſcew, reſcew 
The king enacts more wonders then a man, 
Daring an oppoſite to euery danger, 
His horſe is ſlaine, and all on foote he fights, 
Secking for Richmond in the throat of death, 
Reſcew faire lord, or elſe the day is loſt. 


+ Land. + Fight, 
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Enter Richard. 


Kin. A horſe, a horſe, my kingdome for a horſe. 
Cat. Withdraw my lord, Ile helpe you to a horſe. 
Kin. Slave I haue ſet my life vpon a caſt 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the dye, 

I thinke there be ſixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I ſlaine to day, in ſtead of him. 

A horſe, a horſe, my kingdome for a horſe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, Richard 
is /laine, then retrait being ſounded. Enter Richmond, 
Darby bearing the crowne, with other lords x. 


Ri. God and your armes be praiſed victorious friends, 
'The day is ours, the bloudie dog is dead. 
Dar. Couragious Richmond, wel haſt thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vſurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 
Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weare it +, and make much of it. 
Rich. Great God of heauen ſay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanley lining ? 
Dar. He is my lord, and ſafe in Lefer towne, 
Whither if it pleaſe you, we may now withdraw vs. 
Rich. What men of name are flaine on either ſide? 
Iohn duke of Norfolke, Walter lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and fir William Brandon. | 
Nich. Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the ſouldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will returne to vs, 
And then as we haue tane the ſacrament, 
We will vnite the white roſe and the red. 


* &c, + it, erjoy its 
Smile 
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Smile heaven vpon this faire coniunCtion, 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 

What traitor heares me, and ſayes not Amen? 
England hath long bene madde, and ſcard her ſelſe, 
The brother blindly ſhed the brothers bloud, 

The father raſhly ſlaughtered his owne ſonne, 

The ſonne compeld, bene butcher to the fire *, 

All this diuided Yorke and Lancaſter, 

Diuided in their dire diviſion, 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceeders of each royall houſe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 

And let thy heires (God if they + will be ſo) 
Enrich the time to come with ſmooth-faſte peace, 
With ſmiling plentie, and faire proſperous dayes. 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theſe bloudie daies againe, 

And make poore England weepe in ſtreames of bloud, 
Let them not line to taſte this lands encreaſe, 

That would with treaſon wound this faire lands peace. 
Now ciuill wounds are ſtopt, peace lines againe, 
That ſhe may long liue heare, God ſay Amen, 


* father, ＋ thy, 
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